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If you are not already a Scout, get in touch with 
the nearest Troop—any Scout will be glad to help 
you. Stop some boy in Scout Uniform and ask 
him about it; or, if you prefer, write for infor- 
mation to Green Bar Bill, Boy Scouts of America, 
No. 2 Park Avenue, New York City. 


YOUR CHANCE 
TO PLAY 
SANTA CLAUS 


Christmas Good Turn 


(in Two Acts) 


Act | Talk with your Scoutmaster about 
your Troop’s chances of winning 
the President Hoover Award for 
1932. Ask him how you can help. 


Act Il Ask your Scoutmaster to explain 
to the whole Troop the new terms 
of the BOYS’ LIFE Troop Con- 
cession Offer. 
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Merry Christmas! 


BECAUSE Christmas, the highest spot of the whole year, comes in December, we 
usually point the December issue of BOYS’ LIFE that way. Christmas brings— 

or at least can bring—a season of bigger living, of more kindness and consideration. 
Try reading Christmas Comes to Frost-Bite Hill! 


He” fast have you ever travelled? Fifty miles an hour in an automobile? Sixty? 
Eighty? Sixty-five miles an hour in a railroad train? 

We're all learning to travel faster and faster. When one of the men here in the 
BOYS’ LIFE office was fifteen years old, he drove a team of black horses from Connecti- 
cut to northern New Hampshire in seven days. Look at it on the map. Less than 
three hundred miles. Today, with hardly greater effort, it is possible to drive an auto- 
mobile from New York to Los Angeles in the same length of time. Three thousand 
miles instead of three hundred. By airplane, you can leave San Francisco one day, 
and be in New York the next. Less than thirty hours! 

But we are going to go faster still! Trains, trolley cars, automobiles, are all getting 
ready to step out some more! They have to carry along the almost miraculous speed- 
increase that the world has seen since your father was born. 

Turn to Page Ten. Read “Streamlining” Trains and Automobiles. It’s the second 
of the series of the articles on Popular Science that we started last month. 


[N THIS issue we’re giving you fiction from Ralph Henry Barbour, William Heyliger, 

Harold M. Sherman, Kennedy Lyons, Jack Stanford Allman, Capt. Burr Leyson, 
and W. J. Wilwerding. We think that’s quite a line-up. 

Are we, or are we not, making good on our claim that BOYS’ LIFE at ten cents will 
continue to be every bit as good as it was when it cost twenty cents? 

Better— For— 
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Next | Celebre" Month 





WERE going to give you a January issue that we think will beat any we’ve pub- 
lished this year! 
Five complete stories, two serials, four special articles, and a solid section of Scout- 
ing, besides regular features that you’re accustomed to. 


EMEMBER Flying Beyond the Earth, the Popular Science article that we had last 
month? It told a little about Professor Piccard’s trip into the stratosphere, ten 
miles above the earth, of the stratosphere planes that are now being built, and of the 
first experimental rockets that are already being constructed for flights beyond the 
earth’s atmosphere. Next month we’re going to start a er per story that deals with 
the same subject in fiction. Great Circle, it’s called. It will tell you of the first trip 
made by humans in a passenger-carrying rocket beyond the earth’s atmosphere. The 
projected flight was to be only a short one as an experiment: From Florida to the Baltic 
Sea in twenty minutes, via the Great Circle. 
Only—something went wrong! 


WAMP NIGHT is the title of a story that Paschal Strong has written for us. It tells 
of the adventures of a Scout Troop in the turpentine forests of the South. It’s the 
first one of a number of Scout stories that we’re going to publish next year carrying 
out our promise of bringing a lot more Scout material of all sorts into the magazine. 
We think that you fellows who are not Scouts as well as those of you who are will 
find it one of the most exciting stories in the January issue. 


ADVENTUROUS Life on the Submarine is to be one of the articles that we'll publish 
next month. As gripping as fiction. 

Animals that change their coats in winter is the subject of another—carrying along 
our “Curious! But True!” department that you’ve become familiar with during the 
past two years—but in a slightly different way. 

The second of the Fancher articles on How To Get a Job will appear in January. 


Then there'll be an article on basketball by “Phog” Allen, Athletic Director at the 
University of Kansas and probably the most famous basketball coach in the country. 
His teams have won the Big Ten Conference title eight times in the last ten years. 


HEN there’s a story about a. boy who found a cute little bob-tailed kitten out in the 

hills. He was so sorry for it! He took it home and fed it ona bottle. Boy, how 
it grew! 

Perhaps you can imagine what happened next! 

It’s called Finders Weepers. 
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This is the miniature Napoleonic coach 
which serves as a model in the Fisher 
Body Craftsman’s Guild competition. 
It has inspired thousands of Guild 
members to demonstrate their skill and 
thus qualify for substantial awards. 





Join the smartest, keenest boys in the United States and 
Canada. . . . Enter a live organization that rivals the famous 
Guilds of history. Give your ambition a chance for real 
achievement. 


It does not cost you a cent. Membership is absolutely free. 
All you do is apply for the official membership card and 
button which make you a “regular” in the Fisher Body 
Craftsman’s Guild. 


Friendships? ‘Thousands of boys think that’s the greatest 
thing about the Guild. . . . They meet so many other boys 
on their way to achievement—boys determined to win out 
—congenial companions whose friendship they can hold 
for a lifetime. 


Rewards? Well, if high honors and praise and recognition 
aren’t enough, what about the $85,000 in actual awards to 
be distributed for outstanding merit in the Guild’s crafts- 
manship competition this year! Senior and Junior cash 


awards in each State and each Guild District of Canada. 





Don’t Miss 
This Big Opportunity 


to get started toward Success in Life! 


TALK IT OVER WITH YOUR MOTHER OR DAD 


... Trips to the Guild’s Third Annual Convention, at Chicago 
during the Century of Progress Exposition for the 112 boys 
who earn highest ratings... . And as Grand Awards, six 
university scholarships valued at $5,000 each. 

Isn’t that Opportunity? Isn’t that the Big Chance you’ve 
been looking for? 

Any boy between the ages of 12 and 19 years, inclusive, is 
eligible to membership in the Guild. He can join without 
entering the craftsmanship competition—as many boys have 
done to enjoy the other Guild advantages. 


Famous men your guides and judges! 


What boys’ organization has ever interested more men whom 
everyone respects? . . . Daniel Carter Beard, who organized 
the Boy Scouts, is Honorary President of the Guild. . . . John 
A. Stiles, Dominion Commissioner for Scouting, is Honorary 
President of the Guild’s Canadian Section. . . . And the Board 
of Judges for the annual competition includes many of the 
most prominent educators in America—men of wide knowl- 
edge in craftsmanship and men who want deserving boys 
to get ahead in life. 

Why don’t you become a Guild member—now! Pay nothing 
to join—learn much that will help you place yourself among 
men—and if working with your hands interests you, go after 
one of those big awards! 




































































It’s easy to become a Guild member. Just go to r 
any dealer in General Motors cars (Cadillac- Fisher Body Craftsman’s Guild Enrollment Coupon 

LaSalle, Buick, Oldsmobile,Pontiac, Chevrolet) | ? (Please print plainly in all spaces below) P 
and say you want to join. He will do the sp hea 
rest. Your Manual Training Teacher also eiiniitiens a Training ag 
can take your application—or the local Boy y — = in I 
Scout Leader. Or you can simply fill out the Enrolled Before [] Yes [] No BN ictemctnsienseircnemnpiogoai he] 
coupon at the right and mail it toGuild head- oft 
quarters. Shortly after enrolling you will re- Born________day of pores . Grade —$$$$____________— | . _ 

oan _ Parent’s or iy an 






ceive your membership card, an official Guild | 

























































































button, and complete information about the Address Guardian’s Name_____ ene | MF disc 
Guild craftsmanship competition for 1933. City on ditiiienin Ba oa _ F ra 
Name of — ie lie 

Your School City ; State oe BT fenc 

Mail this coupon at once to the Guild Headquarters, General Motors Building, Detroit, Michigan ri 
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When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 
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There was a turkey, the first 
he had eaten in years 


Christmas Comes to Frost-Bite Hill 


ROST-BITE they called him. Soured 
old sea-dog, who cared for nobody, least 
of all the youth of the neighborhood. 


HE house stood, as a sailorman’s house 
should stand, at the top of a little hill 
overlooking the sea; and a road of white 
sand went past the door down to the 
beach of the cove. It was a small, snug house, with 
a garden in front. The gruff old man had found only 
sand when he came five years before, and had brought 
in black top-soil barrowful by barrowful, and there 


§ he lived alone. In front of the garden he built a fence 


of tough pickets, for the road was much used by boys 
coming by way of Frost-bite Hill to the cove to swim, 


© and he did not wish his flowers trampled. 


It was the fence that started the trouble. A boy 
discovered that a stick, run along the palings, pro- 
duced a fine roll of staccato volleys. Word of the 
find ran through the village, and the one stick multi- 
plied. Through the day and into the evening the 
fence Shrieked and clattered. And presently old 
Captain Wadleigh could stand it no longer, and 
charged forth with his cane. 

‘ The boys fled and, at a safe distance, held council. 
s omebody raised a shrill cry: 
‘Old Daddy Frost-bite.” 
it So Daddy Frost-bite he became, and the feud was on. 
flamed in the spring, boiled during the summer, 


1932 


ILLUSTRATED BY EDGAR McGRAW 


and slowly cooled as autumn days put a bite of cold 
into the sea. Captain Wadleigh, after the fashion 
of old men, nursed his wrong and plotted reprisals 
as he shook down the winter fires. He took to con- 
cealment near the fence, and many an overbold lad 
felt the whack of his cane and his roar of, “Ha, you 
young scamp, and how do you like that?” And 
then, in the summer of the third year of the feud, a 
new boy came to the village. 

The captain, who kept a lookout from his porch, 
saw him at the head of the road in a group of old 
enemies. They came along in a compact mass, waving 
their sticks and kicking up the sand. The captain 
grunted, and walked down toward the fence, and 
gripped his cane. They edged to the far side of the 
road, and suddenly went past on arun. The new boy 
ran with them and his voice, too, was raised in the 
old cry: 

“Old Daddy Frost-bite!”’ 

The captain’s snort was a little uncertain. The 
new one, so young, so blond, so much like moving 
fire in his walk and the set of his head, had filled the 
old man’s eye. He had expected something better 
of the lad than to up heels and run with the pack. 
Memory reached back through the years and painted 
pictures of blond Vikings who walked the decks of 
ships that sailed the seven seas and had walked like 
moving fire. There was the master of the Philip Vise 
who had fought fire for seven days and brought his 


By William Heyliger 


ship into Melbourne. There was the mate of the 
Sammis II who had gone down into a gas-filled hole 
to save a seaman, and had not come out. Blond men 
both, with a flame to them. It wasn’t in the breed 
of those days to throw in with the tide and let them- 
selves be carried along. But the blond breed, evi- 
dently, had gone thin. 

He was cooking his supper when the gang came 
back from the cove, and he pushed the pot to the back 
of the stove and hurried outdoors. They came past 
warily, giving the fence a wide berth; and the “Old 
Daddy Frost-bite’” cry did not sound until after 
they were well past. But this time, the new boy 
lingered in the rear, looking back, and did not shout 
at all. 

“It takes a stout cane to put fear into them,” the 
old man told himself sourly. 

There was a vegetable garden in the rear, and in 
the morning he went forth to pick a mess of beans. 
Carrying a pan of vegetables, he came up the side of 
the house to see a small form sitting with its back 
against the fence. Ha, but here was a chance to dust 
one of the young vagabonds and send him flying. 
Softly he put down the pan and softly he came for- 
ward. But his eager foot struck a flower-pot, and 
instantly the boy sprang to his feet and faced the 
house. 

“Ha!” said Captain Wadleigh; “‘it’s you, is it?” 
The cane was raised. 





“I'm sorry I called you 
names, Mister’ 


The boy did not wince. “You got a nice garden, 
Mister.” 

**No thanks to you,” the old man grumbled. The 
cane was lowered uncertainly. It was a trap of some 
kind. It wasn’t in the code of the feud for a boy to 
wait at the fence and invite a blow. 

“I’m sorry I called you names, Mister.” 

The cane trembled. Ha, the plot was becoming 
clear. The young one would hold him here with soft 
words while like as not the others worked mischief 
to his vegetables. 

“Run along home to your mother while you’ve 
a whole skin to take to her.” 

“*My mother’s dead, Mister.” 

The old man snorted. ‘“‘To your father, then. 
Does it make any difference to me where you run?” 

*“My father’s dead, too.” 

“Then run to somebody who’s got you in charge,” 
the old man cried in a temper, “‘and let me hear no 
more from you.” 

The boy drew back uneasily. “I live with my aunt. 
I can’t run home to her because she works. She's 
only home nights. We live on Bay Street.” 

There was a sound from the garden, and Captain 
Wadleigh hurried around to the rear of the house. 
But it was only a dog running among the plants. 
When he returned to the front the boy with the blond 
hair was gone. 

Bay Street! The captain knew it. A lane of dreary 
houses that, once stately, now sagged, and decayed 
and blistered in the salt winds. So the blond boy was 
a Bay Streeter! Captain Wadleigh snorted and 
pounded his cane against the porch steps. A good- 
enough place for him! 

He watched troops of boys come and go by way 
of the white road, but the lad was not with them. 
And then, ten days later, a blond head was at the gate. 

“Ha! Back again to bother me, are you?” 

**T couldn't come before, Mister. My aunt was sick.” 

**Small wonder, with you to worry about.” 

The boy seemed surprised. ‘Nobody worries 
about me.” 

The old man chewed at the ends of a white, scraggly 
mustache, and stirred the soil of the rosebed. 

**Well,”’ he demanded testily, ““haven’t you gone 
yet? What do you want?” 

**Please, could I have a flower for my aunt? She 
likes flowers.” 

“Then why don’t you grow her some instead of 
begging them?” 

“*T tried to,” the boy said simply. 

The captain could picture anybody trying to grow 
flowers along Bay Street. He whipped around and 
snipped through the garden—roses, poppies, phlox, 
pinks and dew-on-the-mountains. 





“Here. Take these. Be on your way, and the 
quicker the better.” 

“Aye, aye, sir.” The boy was off like a startled 
deer, to pause and cry back: “I read that in a book, 
Mister.” 

The old man mumbled, and grumbled, and walked 
the garden with his hands clasped behind his back. 
Twice that afternoon unmolested sticks clattered 
triumphantly along the fence. The captain had, 
for the moment, lost sight of the feud. 

Next day the blond boy was back. ‘‘My aunt said 
to thank you for the flowers.” 

“Paugh! They were wilting, anyway. Id have 
to cut them and throw them away.” 

The boy scrubbed a bare foot in the sand. “You 
won't have any wilted flowers next week, will you, 
Mister?” he asked wistfully. 

“There’s always flowers that need cutting,” the 
captain snapped. He got the boy an armful. “‘And 
don’t let me hear you coming back and sniveling 
thanks.” 

The boy hesitated at the fence. 
you must be a kind man, Mister.” 

*Fiddlesticks,” said the captain. He blew through 
his nose and chewed on the mustache. “There may 
be flowers needing cutting in two or three days,” 
he grunted. 

So it came that the boy visited often, and presently 
even sat on the vine-covered porch. He always had 
news. A nurse came for a short period each day from 
the Association. What association? The boy was 
vague. People along Bay Street never called it any- 
thing but “the Association.” By and by he said 
that his aunt was getting better. Abruptly she was 
back at whatever work it was she did. 

““What’s your name?” the captain asked on one 
of these visits. 

“David, sir.” 

“David? The world’s full of Davids. 
what?” 

“David Barr.” 

The captain glowered. “I knew a Barr. Bo’sun 
on the old Janet Kingsley. Sea-lawyer with a lot of 
gab. Tried to start a mutiny and got knocked on the 
head and put in irons. One of your kin, I suppose.” 

“T never heard of him, Mister.” 

“Ha!” The captain glared as though he had 
dark suspicions. 

School opened in September, and David Barr’s 
visits became less frequent. The nights grew colder, 
and by and by there was a dew of fine ice along the 
sand of the cove where the tide had run high. David 
came usually on Saturday afternoons. He was, he 
said, in the fifth grade. The old man got down a 
heavy book on navigation. 


“My aunt says 


David 
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“Read me that,”” he commanded. 

But the technical terms were too much. 

“Tish!”” The captain pounded the table. “ Wast- 
ing your time and letting your mind gad when you 
should be paying attention. What does your aunt 
say when she hears your lessons?” 

“She doesn’t hear my lessons, Mister. She’s always 
too tired.” \ 

“I'd hear them. And a sound tailing if you didnt 
know them.” 

The days grew colder. In November there was 
snow. David sat in the kitchen now when he came 
to the captain’s house, and the old man hugged the 
stove and winced with rheumatism. A small tree 
the yard had turned white. . 

“Tt looks like Christmas in the story-books, doesn! 
it, Mister.” 

“Christmas!” The captain’s cane poked at the 
damper of the stove. “Ha! Weather to freeze the 
marrow of your bones. That’s what Christmas * 
on Frost-bite Hill.” ; 

““My mother always used to sing at Christmas 
time,” the boy said with wistful eyes. “She always 

(Continued on page 48) 
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E Lower House Cross Country Race was 
“The Trout’s’’ idea 


HE Trout’s real name is George Troutman, 
and he’s the sort of a fellow who can’t 
keep still himself and hates to see anyone 
else do so. It was a brute of an afternoon, 
the Saturday after Thanksgiving, windy and rainy 
and cold. There was nothing you could do outdoors 
and not much in. There were five of us sprawling 
about ourroom: Ned Barrie, “ “Tump” Lang, “Stinger” 
Pope, a and I. My name’s Cupperston and I’m 
called “Cuppy” Ferdy’s my roommate in 16 Lower 
House. We had talked ourselves out and were fee ling 
pretty low when The Trout burst in, waving a news- 
paperatus. It was a New York paper which his folks 
send him when they’re through with it and don’t forget 
to. It had a picture of about a hundred fellows in shirts 
and shorts hiking across a field, and underneath it said, 
“Start of Interscholastic Cross Country Race at Willis- 
ton Park.” The Trout handed it round and began to 
spout. Now that fcotball was over there wasn’t anything 
to take a fellow’s mind off his troubles until hockey and 
basketball started after the Hols. That was all wrong, 
he said. We needed an interest, and here it was— 
cross country running. Plunkett’s had never tried it, 
and it was time she did. It was a wonderful sport, full 
of excitement, beneficial to participants and enjoyable 


not awfully old, and most of the fellows like him. He 
has a long neck and wears low, turn-down collars 
with a string tie and his Adam’s apple sticks out 
like a walnut in a Christmas stocking, and bobs up 
and down when he talks, which sometimes makes it 
difficult to listen to what he is saying. Crumby fell 
for the scheme at once and said The Trout deserved 
the thanks of the House for thinking of it, and we 
sat around his study and talked it over; about the 
course and how to get fellows to enter the race and 
whether to have prizes and all that. Crumby got a 
map and spread it on the table and we all gathered 
around and he measured with a compass, and made 
marks with a pencil and muttered to himself and it 
was all very interesting. 

We got it all fairly well settled at last. The race 
would be run a week from that day over a two-and- 
one-half-mile course. There would be an entrance 
fee of twenty cents and the proceeds would be used 
to buy three prizes. When I heard about the twenty 
cents I didn’t feel so bad about not being able to run, 
because I was stony broke and twenty cents looked 
mighty big. I had wrenched my knee the week before 
in the football game with Blodgett and it was still on 
the blink. But after all I didn’t get out of paying, be- 
cause the others said I was on the Committee and it 
was my duty to contribute. I tried to resign, but they 
wouldn’t let me and The Trout said I could be a judge 


ably miss the last letter by an inch. Still, if he’s kind 
of short he’s a well-built kid and very cheerful dis- 
positioned, which is a good thing in a roommate, I'll 
say. He has a round, innocent sort of face, blue eyes 
and a nose like a fat button, and the only thing against 
him is his pig-headedness. 

“Hey,” he sung out when I went in, “here’s a 
mighty peculiar coincidence, Cuppy.” He waved the 
clipping at me. “‘I was reading last Sunday’s paper 
yesterday and came across this. It’s all about long 
distance running; how to train and what to wear and 
how long a stride to take and—and everything. Gosh, 
it looks like the finger of Fate, don’t it?” 

“What does?” 

“Why, finding this yesterday and then The Trout 
coming in this afternoon all het up about a cross 
country run! Want to read it?” 

“No, thanks. What's a cross country run got to 
do with you, Half Pint? Don’t tell me you’re thinking 
of going in to it!” 

“Why not? I'll bet I can run as well as most of 
the bunch. Say, didn’t I finish fourth in the quarter- 
mile in the Fall Handicaps?” 

“Sure, with a fifty-yard start!”’ 

“Nothing of the sort! I only had—” 

“Anyway, track running’s one thing and cross 
country running’s another. You take this course 
that Crumby’s laid % 





“T know that. It says so here.” Ferdy waved the 
clipping again. “It says—let me see——” 

‘Never mind that, foolish. You wouldn’t have a 
chance in the race. Far’s that goes, it’s settled before 
it’s run. Ham Johnson will win and either Ned or 
Bill Swartout will come in second.” 

“Who says so? When did Ham ever do any cross 
country running? I’m not afraid of him. I’m not 
afraid of any of ’em!” 

“Course not. You're not afraid of anything, are you?” 

(Continued on page 45) 


at the finish and wear a blue ribbon badge. So I bor- 
rowed a couple of dimes from Ferdy, and Tump, who 
was treasurer, wrote my name down in a little book 
and then crossed it off. But that was next day. 


§ tospectators. The Trout knows a lot of words. 
Well, the picture in the paper did look sort of jolly 
and we were all pretty well bored, and after The Trout 
had talked some more we fell for his scheme; especially 
as he made a point of confining the race to Lower 
| House and putting one over on Upper. That aroused 
; our patriotism. So, after awhile, The Trout, Ned 
| and I became a Committee to go down and put it 
' up te “Crumby,” which we did. Crumby is Mr. 
» Abercrombie, Headmaster of Lower and Instructor 
» of English. He’s a tall bozo with a bald head, though 








HEN I got back to the room from Crumby’s 
study, Tump and Stinger had gone and Ferdy 
had the light on and was reading a newspaper clipping. 
Ferdy’s full name is Ferdinand Poundisfoot Crandall, 
and if you wrote it vertical on the wall and stood 
Ferdy up against it the top of his head would prob- 
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Mugegsy wasn’t very big and he wasn’t much 
to look at, but he was having the 
time of his life! 
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OY BRADFORD and Eric Swenson decide 

to search among some of the native 
villages of the island of Mindanao of the 
Philippines for traces of a native woman, 
and white baby who had disappeared years 
before. At Cotabato they are attacked by a 
fanatical Moro. 


PART II 
RIC stood tense as the Moro charged his 


friend. He saw the uplifted barong, saw 

Roy’s petrified form unable to move from 

the impending danger, and the next instant 
he acted. He made a flying tackle at the Moro, 
caught him below the knees, and together the two 
rolled into the dusty street. He tried to imprison 
the Moro’s arms to prevent him from using the weapon 
to which he still clung, but with a convulsive jerk 
the fanatic broke loose, encircled the boy with one of 
his powerful arms, and with the other raised the 
terrible looking barong over his head. Eric saw the 
white of his eyes, shining with their lunatical light, 
saw the poised weapon, and caught a glimpse of 
Roy’s body hurtling through the air towards the 
descending barong. 

Only a split second stood between him and eternity. 
Spellbound by a horrible fascination, it seemed as 
though the split second stretched into an age. He 
followed the course of the weapon, its cleaver edge 
slashing down towards his waist. At the same instant 
he followed the swift curve of Roy’s body. It was 
nip and tuck. He heard a dull thud, saw the Moro 
crash backward, and felt the barong slice his clothing 
as it buried its blade in the ground beside him. 

Like a flash he was up and on the prostrate Moro. 
But the crazed native possessed the strength of ten in 
his frenzy, hurled both of the boys from him, and 
reached for his weapon. He had hardly pulled it out 
of the ground when Roy flung himself upon his arm, 
pinning it and the weapon to the ground. At the 
same time Eric went for his throat and locked his 
arms around the Moro’s windpipe. It was a struggle 
to the death now. With his free arm the native 
reached over his back and tried to tear Eric away, 
at the same time turning the barong point upward in 
spite of all Roy could do to prevent it. But Eric was 
not to be torn from his grip. The Moro worked 
himself to his knees in his effort to break the hold, 
but the boy, from the rear, took a scissors-hold with 
his legs around his assailant’s waist and tightened 
his hold upon his throat. 

In the meantime, Roy was struggling to prevent 
the Moro from using the barong. His two hands 
grasped the man’s forearm, and the entire weight of 
his body pinioned it to the ground. In spite of his 
efforts the wrist grasping the ugly weapon slowly 
turned around until the barong pointed vertical. 
Then, with a sudden cry of ““Toohan!” the native 
shot his knees back and allowed his body, heavy with 
the weight of Eric, to crash down upon the upturned 
blade. 


BOYS’ LIFE 


THE WHITE SULTAN 
OF MINDANAO 


By Kennedy Lyons 


ILLUSTRATED BY HARRY H. A. BURNE 


“T hope,” said Eric soberly as he scrambled to 
his feet, “‘that he has found the abode of the blessed 
which he sought.” 

“I’m glad he did it himself,’’ said Roy weakly. 
“I'd hate to have the blood even of an homicidal 
maniac on my hands.” 

The two boys looked at each other. Each was 
pale, and now that it was all over, they both felt 
weak and giddy. Roy put their common thought 
into words. ‘‘ You saved my life,” he said. 

Eric smiled wanly. ‘“‘You squared the account 
a few seconds later. What next?” 


EFORE they could decide, the street swarmed 

with humans. From every building they poured 
and in a dozen different tongues they babbled ex- 
citedly as they rushed to the scene of the tragedy. 
The constabulary sergeant was the first to arrive. 
He promptly produced a notebook and took charge 
of the situation. In spite of his protests, Eric and 
Roy edged their way out of the jabbering crowd. 

They met the sugar agent, coming at a run. 

*“What’s happened?” he demanded. 

“Ask the sergeant,” Eric weakly told the agent 
who disappeared into the crowd. 

**Let’s get up the river,”’ suggested Roy, 
away from this town.” 

*Righto! We'll leave when the constabulary 
winds up this business.” 

The agent reappeared in a moment, his face the 
picture of awe and astonishment. “I’ve heard the 
accounts of two dozen eye-witnesses,”” he said. 
“They all swear that each of you got a barong through 
your innards before you took things seriously.” 

““We didn’t miss it much. Ask the sergeant if we 
can leave, will you? We want to clear out and get 
away from this mess.” 

That’s the best thing you 

can do,” approved the agent. 
“From the turban the Moro 
wore, I think he belongs to 
one of the tribes up the river. 
His family may try to avenge 
his death.” 

“*Avenge his death! Why, 
he killed himself.” 

“I know. But they will 
have a grievance against you 
because you wouldn’t let him 
kill you.” 

“We had planned to go 
up the river a bit,” said Eric. 

“I judge you wouldn’t ad- 
vise us to.” 

“Decidedly not. Here 
comes the sergeant. Let him 
advise you.” 


« 


‘and get 


They put the question to the constabulary sergeant. 
His jaw dropped in amazement. ‘The sefiors joke,” 
he said. “Or perhaps they do not know that this 
man is the brother of the dato of Colongo.” 

“Colongo is the first village up the river,” explained 
the agent.” 

““And dato means chief,’’ Roy told his friend 
“Evidently we have entangled ourselves with the 
very gentleman who is at odds with Sultan Narrasid,” 

“My guess is,”’ said Eric with a grimace, “‘that we 
don’t interview the Moros upstream.” 

“I would even suggest,”’ said the agent, “that yoy 
leave Cotabato as soon as possible.” , 

Roy’s jaw set a little. “We'll go when our work js 
done,” he said. “‘We’ll trust the sergeant to head off 
any abducting party.” 

The sergeant’s chest puffed out a little. “‘ You will 
be safe in town,” he asserted. ‘“‘But up the river, no, 
Already some fleet-footed Moro is taking the news to 
the dato. He will summon his warriors and his war 
praus. He may even come down to the coast. But 
here I will protect you. It is my duty.” 

The sergeant wound up the affair by taking their 
names, address and business. (Brother-hunting, 


thought Roy to himself, and kept his real mission 
secret.) Then the two bade a second adieu to the 
agent and continued their interrupted journey to the 
Moro part of the town to glean what information 
they could about the young sultan of Lake Liguasan, 
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FOR ALL BOYS 


Eric was not convinced that any real danger awaited 
them upstream. “If you really want to go up to 
Colongo or beyond to get some information about 
the sultan, ’'m game.” 


OY hesitated. It was hard to give up the quest 

at the very beginning. But the recollection of 
the very real danger through which they had just 
passed decided him. It was unfair to ask Eric to 
share unknown dangers in order to continue his wild 
goose chase—a chase that might lead into hostile 
Moro country, and that at best had but an outside 
chance of success. 
“We'll see what information we can get from the 
Moro boatmen,” he told Eric. ‘‘ Unless we get some- 
thing very promising, we'll shove off to-night for 
Petit Barracks.” 

But precious little information was forthcoming 
from the Moros to whom they spoke along the water’s 
edge. They spent the remainder of the morning and 
most of the afternoon mixing with the boatmen as 
they came in with their nets, but the incident of the 
morning had not popularized them 
with the Mohammedan Moros, and 
they finally abandoned their quest. 

“Back to the Sulu Queen and a 
square meal,” said Roy, trying to 
conceal the keen disappointment he 
felt. 

They returned to the long wharf 
where their craft was tied. While 
Erie unfurled the sails, Roy went 
below to the little galley to start 
supper. He popped up on deck a 


second later. “The kris is gone!” he exclaimed. 

“Not the kris of the hidden cross?” 

‘Yes. I left it under the bunk mattress. Somebody 
has taken it.” 

Eric went below. The ship’s stores were scattered 
around the little cabin, but apparently nothing had 
been taken—nothing, that is, except the remarkable 
kris which once had been owned by the sultan of 
Lake Liguasan. “But how did anyone know we had 
the thing?” he questioned. 

No one knew. But after our friend the juramen- 
ado left for his seventh heaven, someone evidently 
came here to get what dope he could about us— 
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possibly to take to the dato 
of Colongo.” 

“But why steal only the 
kris?”’ persisted Eric. ‘There 
are other things a Moro would 
like—a hunting-knife, a chro- 
nometer, a compass, a pair 
of binoculars. Only the kris 
is missing.” 

Roy furrowed his brows 
in thought. He was more 
familiar with the Moros than 
his sailor friend, but he could 
not see why the kris, of all 
the valuable objects on the 
boat, should be stolen. In 
fact, he could not see why 
anything should be stolen. 
The Moros, fierce and war- 
rior-like, held it beneath 
them to steal anything— 
plunder in raids, of course, 













The boatmen paid no attention, but continued their 
even stroking, the six figures completely concealed 
in the bottom 


always excepted. The fact that only the kris was taken 
indicated that their unwelcome visitor was a Moro. 


“FNHAT kris has a history,” he finally decided. 
“Whoever was here recognized it as once belong- 
ing to the sultan.” 

“T don’t like the looks of it,”’ mused Eric. “There’s 
something deep going on here. We're missing a lot 
by shoving off, old man.” 

“Uh huh,” grunted Roy. “We missed a barong 
in our middle this morning, too, but not by much. 
Shake that sail loose and let’s shove off.” 

They drifted seaward with hardly enough steerage 
way to keep in the channel. The distant hills of Min- 
danao caught the rays of the setting sun, and the un- 
ruffled blue of the bay borrowed red and gold from the 
sky to counterfeit the deep fires of some flashing gem. 
The nipi thatched houses along the distant river’s 
bank blended into the dark foliage of the shore. A 
picture of peace, apparently. But Eric saw a shark’s 
fin cut the smooth water near the boat, and knew 
that danger—perhaps death—lurked beneath the sur- 
face of tropical tranquillity. 

The tide changed as they neared the outer reefs 
of the harbor, and swept shoreward with the evening 
flood. Eric, to his disgust, was forced to cast anchor 
and furl sail in mid-channel to avoid being swept back 
towards the town, and the two settled down to the 
appetizing meal which Roy had prepared on the little 
gasoline stove. 
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Night closed in, and Eric prepared to string up a 
riding light. “I wouldn't,” suggested Roy quietly. 

Eric looked at him blankly. Then he understood. 
“You mean—we may have visitors.” 

“Never can tell.” Roy tried to appear casual. 
“Tt’s just possible that our friend the dato might drop 
down in his war praus.” 

Eric replaced the lantern below. “If he’s really 
serious in the matter,”’ he grinned, “he can spot us 
when the moon comes up. Our mast will stick up in 
the sky like a sore thumb.” 

Roy wished he hadn’t mentioned the matter. There 
was no use worrying Eric unduly. <A breeze might 
spring up at any moment, and anyway, the chances 
were all against any trouble. 


UT Eric refused to divert his mind from the fasci- 

nating possibilities involved. He finally dove into 

the cabin and returned with a map of Mindanao, which 

he spread out in theeockpit. A flashlight judiciously 

held enabled him to read the map without betraying 

their position. “Where do the Moros live?’ he 
asked. 

“On the coast, the rivers and the large lakes.” 

“What do they do?” 

“Fish and fight and breathe contempt for the less 
warlike races who work in the great sugar plantations 
in the valleys. The Moros had all the other races in 
subjection before we took over the Islands.” 

“Who live in the various mountain ranges?” 

“A dozen different kinds of people, including the 
black Negritos, the smallest breed of people in the 
archipelago.” 

“And this river that enters the sea at Cotabato— 
the Rio Grande or Mindanao River—it comes from 
Lake Liguasan where our sultan holds sway?” 

“It comes from further in the interior than the lake. 
It’s a big river, and no end of Moro tribes live along 
i 

Eric ran his finger towards the second large lake of 
Mindanao. “Here’s where the rival, Sultan Haroun, 
is boss. The river from his lake seems to empty into 
the Rio Grande a little below Lake Liguasan.” 

“That gives Sultan Narrasid the key position, 
doesn’t it? Maybe that’s why Haroun is determined 
to destroy him.” 

Eric yawned. 
Coming?” 

Roy shook his head. “We'd better take turn 
about to-night. A breeze might come up.” 

Eric shrewdly suspected it was no breeze that Roy 
was sitting up for, but he kept his thoughts to himself. 
“Wake me in two hours,” he directed, “and I'll spell 
you.” He took off his shoes and white ducks, hauled 
his mattress on deck to avoid the heat of the cabin, 
and dropped off inte luxurious sleep. 

A brilliant moon was riding high in the heavens 
when Roy awakened him. “Time’s up,” he said. 
“Let somebody sleep who can sleep.” 

Eric jumped to his feet. “No breeze yet?” 

“Not a cat’s paw.” 

“No Moros?” 

Roy grinned sleepily. “I’ve seen war praus in 
every change of shadow along the shore. Too much 
excitement, I guess.”” Whereupon he planked himself 
down on the vacant mattress and dropped into deep, 
untroubled sleep. 

Eric walked forward to stretch his sleep-drugged 

(Continued on page 28) 


“T’m turning in for forty winks. 


“Streamlining” Trains and Automobiles 


By Archibald Black 


AILROAD and automobile engineers have railroad train on a straight track is about 130 miles 
been aroused by the high speeds made in an hour and—strange to say—this was made about 
the air, and are now striving to use this thirty years ago on a German railroad. It certainly 
new knowledge of air resistance in designing does seem surprising that this record should not have 


trains and automobiles. 


been broken in all of that time. It has been allowed 


At the very high speeds at which airplanes travel, to stand only because railroad people found that such 


the resistance 
of the air is tre- 
mendous. Air- 
plane builders 
have had to 
make every 
effort to de- 
crease the 
resistance of 
their designs by 
* streamlining” 
these to the ut- 
most. In the 
last twenty 


yearsorsonum- The “tear drop’ design 
berless experi- of Walter T. Fishleigh, a 
ments have _ Detroit consulting automo- 
tive engineer. This car is 
the result of very careful 
study of both air resist- 
ance and motor vehicle 
F design; the engine would 
those having  $¢ Jocated in front as with 


been made on 
various shapes 
of bodies and 
wings to find 


the lowest re- 
sistance. One 


of the earliest results of these 
experiments was the discovery 
of the importance of “‘stream- 
line” form—that is a form which 
allows the air to stream smooth- 
ly past without being broken 
into eddies. ‘Through these ex 
periments we know much more 
about the resistance of air than 
we did when trains and autos 
were first invented. It also hap- 
pens that people have become 
accustomed to travelling at high 
speed, and they expect to move 
at even greater speed in the near 


future. The railroad 
trains of years ago 
made only 20 to 40 
miles an hour, and 
even this was con- 
sidered “break- 
neck” speed. To 
day, our fast trains 
make over 70 miles 
an hour at times. 
Of course their 
average speed on a 
trip from one city 
to another is only 
about 45 to 50 miles 
an hour, because 
they have to be 
slowed down when 
going around curves 
and time is lost in 
this way as well as 
by having to stop 
and start at stations 
along theline. While 
they are travelling 
along the straight 
stretches of track 
they really make 
over 70 miles an 
hour. The speed 
record for a regular 





high speeds 
were both 
dangerous 
and too ex- 
pensive. So, 
while they 
have been 
increasing 
the average 
speed of 
their trains 
in the mean- 
time, they 


































present-day cars 


A streamlined automobile sketched by Dr. Tietjens to illustrate 
the application of present knowledge of air resistance to the 
design of automobiles. The engine is placed in the rear 














have not yet tried to run them regularly at such very 
high speeds as 130 miles an hour. 





Railroad Speeds Increasing 

However, now that airplanes and autos are begin- 
ning to compete with railroads in carrying passengers, 
the rail men are getting to be more interested in high 
speeds. This is all the more necessary because airplane 
lines are offering passenger services where the speed is 
as high as 100 to 150 miles an hour. The Pennsylvania 
Railroad is now electrifying its line right through from 
New York City to Washington, D. C., and intends to 
put on much faster trains when this work is finished, 
Newspaper stories say that the trip will then be made 
in three or three and a half hours instead of four and 
a quarter, which is the time taken for this trip by the 
fastest trains just now. As the railroad between the 
two cities is 22614 miles long, these new fast trains 
will have to average 65 to 75 miles an hour instead 
of 53 miles an hour as at present. Of course 
trains can not go around curves at these 
speeds without danger of jumping off the 
tracks. So, to make up for the time lost in 
slowing down for curves and for starting 
and stopping, these trains would have to make 
over 100 miles an hour on the straight. 






















The Importance of Air Resistance 

At the railroad speeds of 30 or 40 miles an 
hour of years ago, most of the power developed 
by the locomotive was used in overcoming 
friction of the wheels, rails and bearings, when 
pulling a train. Only a comparatively small part of 
this power was used in “bucking” the resistance of the 
air when the train was moving. The designers of slow 
trains of years ago did not worry about air resistance, 
partly because they knew nothing about it then, and 
partly because they had more urgent problems to solve 
It happens, in any case, that they did right in paying 
little attention to it for air resistance is of very smal 
importance at low speeds. but il 
increases so rapidly with tht 
speed that it becomes of great 
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Streamlined railway car which last year at- r ; 
tained a speed of 143 miles per hour in Germany (Continued on page 30) 












importance at high speed. In fact, it become 
four times as great every time that the speed Be 
doubled. This is what engineers call “increas 
ing with the square” of the speed. ‘ 

It would be serious enough ! 
the power required merel! 
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THE TURNING POINT 


By Captain Burr Leyson 






HET RAWSON found a bigger 
Setting news photos when he 
over the scene of the wreck. 


HET” RAWSON sat up in bed and turned 
on the light. His watch showed it was 
four o’clock in the morning. Beside him 
the telephone jangled incessantly. He 

reached out and picked it up. 

“Chet Rawson speaking.” 

“Rawson, this is Morton, city editor of The News,” 
a terse voice came over the wire. “I’ve got a flying 
job for you.” 

Chet swung his long legs out of bed and became in- 
stantly wide awake. For months he had been at- 
tempting to get Morton to retain his plane under con- 
tract to The News at a set monthly rate. If The News 
were to do this it meant an assured income and the 
end of constant financial worries. If he could only 
supply the service that The News demanded! 
_“Listen, Rawson,” continued Morton. “The New 
York boat is ashore on Cape Cod near the entrance of 
the canal. I want pictures of the wreck, and a story. 
I've got a reporter and a photographer on the way 
over to the field. They have all the details of where 
she went ashore. There’s a heavy storm on now, but 
if you want that contract with The News you spoke 
about, go down there and get me my pictures and 
story. Also get them back here before anyone else. 
Get me? Start at dawn and get back in a hurry.” 
With that he abruptly hung up. 

Chet phoned his mechanic and told him to get 
dressed. Then, after hurriedly dressing, he rushed 
down stairs and out to the garage for his car. As he 
emerged from the shelter of the house he was buffeted 
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by adriving rain. He fought his way to the garage and 
was soon headed down the street to pick up Jimmie 
Maxwell, his mechanic. 

Reaching the field they pulled up in the lee of the 
hangar. There they found a taxi waiting with the 
two newspapermen inside sheltered from the storm. 
As Chet and Jimmie opened the doors of the hangar 
the newspapermen joined them. 

“What do you think,” anxiously inquired the re- 
porter, “can we make it in this weather?” 

“T can’t tell until it’s lighter,” Chet answered. 
“But it'll certainly be one rough ride.” 

“This figures to be one of the big stories of the 
year,” the reporter went on. “The boat is hard 
ashore on the rocks and there’s too heavy a sea running 
for the coast guards to get a boat launched. And she’s 
too far out from the shore to shoot a line to her. 
She’s apt to break up from the pounding of the seas.” 

While they waited for the motor to warm up, Chet 
spread out a map on one of the seats in the Stinson’s 
cabm. The reporter told him that the wreck could be 
easily located from the entrance of the canal, and 
that there was a small field within four or five miles 
of the spot. No plane the size of the Stinson had ever 
landed there though. 

Ten minutes later, as they started down the field 
to get in a position to take off, the wind all but over- 
turned them. Rain pelted on the cabin windows and 
blurred their sight. All the familiar buildings around 
the airport were half hidden in the early dawn light 
and rain. Chet opened up the motor and they charged 
down the runway for the takeoff. 

They had scarcely gone two hundred feet when a 
gust of wind whipped them up into the air. The plane 
hung there momentarily and then lurched over, one 


Chet saved 
them from disaster only by superlative flying ability. 
As they reached a height of a hundred feet the ground 
all but disappeared from sight through the rain. 
Chet swung the plane out over the harbor and 


wing-tip nearly striking the ground. 


headed for Nantasket Beach. With the visibility as 
poor as it was, their one chance of safety lay in picking 
up the coastline and hugging the water’s edge until 
they reached their destination. 

The plane rapidly ate up the distance to the wreck, 
its speed materially increased by the fury of the 
storm behind it. Although the rain still fell in tor- 
rents the clouds seemed to be raising, and Chet 
was able to climb to a height of slightly more than 
two hundred feet. All about them on every side was 
a wall of rain and only the beach and the breakers 
showed below. 

Soon the character of the beach began to change, 
rocks showing through the sand. Shortly after, the 
beach became a solid mass of broken rocks. If the 
reporter’s information was correct, they were near 
their goal. Chet turned in his seat and motioned to 
the reporter to come forward. As he did so he saw 
that the photographer was huddled in the corner, 
deathly sick from the violent tossing of the plane. As 
Chet turned again and searched the beach below he 
felt the reporter’s hand grasp his shoulder. Chet 
pointed down and then to the map. 


UDDENLY the reporter shook Chet’s shoulder 

J and pointed. Through the welter of the storm 

they could see a dark vague shape partly hidden in a 

smother of breaking waves and gray-white spray. 

The wreck! At last! They had made it! Chet 
(Continued on page 24) 











“Streamlining” Trains and Automobiles 
By Archibald Black 
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berless experi- of Walter T. Fishleigh, a speeds without danger of jumping off the 
ments have Detroit consulting automo- tracks. So, to make up for the time lost in 
tive engineer. This car is slowing down for curves and for starting 
various shapes +e result of very careful é ee . and stopping, these trains would have to make 
of bodies and sté#dy of both air resist- >, males ' ere over 100 miles an hour on the straight. 
wings to find “*¢¢ and motor — ) | ; : 
those having roy “ee ape ei Sean < cg id { The Importance of Air Resistance 
é e located in front as with : : ‘ ? 
the lowest re- present-day cars At the railroad speeds of 30 or 40 miles an 
sistance. One hour of years ago, most of the power developed 
of the earliest results of these by the locomotive was used in overcoming 
experiments was the discovery friction of the wheels, rails and bearings, when 
of the importance of “‘stream- A streamlined automobile sketched by Dr. Tietjens to illustrate pulling a train. Only a comparatively small part of 
line” form—that is a form which the application of present knowledge of air resistance to the this power was used in “ bucking”’ the resistance of the 
allows the air to stream smooth- design of automobiles. The engine is placed in the rear air when the train was moving. The designers of slov 
ly past without being broken trains of years ago did not worry about air resistance, 
into eddies. Through these ex partly because they knew nothing about it then, and 
periments we know much more partly because they had more urgent problems to solve 
about the resistance of air than It happens, in any case, that they did right in paying 
we did when trains and autos little attention to it for air resistance is of very smal 
were first invented. It also hap- importance at low speeds, but it 
pens that people have become increases so rapidly with the 
accustomed to travelling at high speed that it becomes of great 
speed, and they expect to move 
at even greater speed in the near 
future. The railroad 
trains of years ago 
made only 20 to 40 
miles an hour, and 
even this was con- 
sidered ‘“break- 
neck” speed. To 
day, our fast trains 
make over 70 miles 
an hour at times. 
Of course their 
average speed on a 
trip from one city 
to another is only 
about 45 to 50 miles 
an hour, because 
they have to be 
slowed down when 
going around curves 
and time is lost in 
this way as well as 
by having to stop 
and start at stations 
along theline. While 
they are travelling 
along the straight 
stretches of 
they really make 


last twenty 


been made on 


importance at high speed. In fact, it becomes 
four times as great every time that the speed " 
track doubled. This is what engineers call “increas 


ing with the square” of the speed. ni 
over 70 miles an i It would be serious enoug! ! 


hour. The speed Streamlined railway car which last year at- the power required merely 
record for a regular tained a speed of 143 miles per hour in Germany (Continued on page 30) 
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The rope shot out of the cabin at a terrific rate and the coils lashed the cabin walls as they were snapped through the doorway 


























THE TURNING POINT 


By Captain Burr Leyson 


HET RAWSON found a bigger task than 
Setting news photos when he arrived 
over the scene of the wreck. 


HET’ RAWSON sat up in bed and turned 
on the light. His watch showed it was 
four o’clock in the morning. Beside him 
the telephone jangled incessantly. He 

reached out and picked it up. 

“Chet Rawson speaking.” 

“Rawson, this is Morton, city editor of The News,” 
a terse voice came over the wire. “I’ve got a flying 
job for you.” 

Chet swung his long legs out of bed and became in- 
stantly wide awake. For months he had been at- 
tempting to get Morton to retain his plane under con- 
tract to The News at a set monthly rate. If The News 
Were to do this it meant an assured income and the 
end of constant financial worries. If he could only 
supply the service that The News demanded! 
_“Listen, Rawson,” continued Morton. “The New 
York boat is ashore on Cape Cod near the entrance of 
the canal. I want pictures of the wreck, and a story. 
I've got a reporter and a photographer on the way 
over to the field. They have all the details of where 
she went ashore. There’s a heavy storm on now, but 
if you want that contract with The News you spoke 
about, go down there and get me my pictures and 
story. Also get them back here before anyone else. 
Get me? Start at dawn and get back in a hurry.” 
With that he abruptly hung up. 

Chet ’phoned his mechanic and told him to get 
dressed. Then, after hurriedly dressing, he rushed 
down stairs and out to the garage for his car. As he 
«merged from the shelter of the house he was buffeted 
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by adriving rain. He fought his way to the garage and 
was soon headed down the street to pick up Jimmie 
Maxwell, his mechanic. 

Reaching the field they pulled up in the lee of the 
hangar. There they found a taxi waiting with the 
two newspapermen inside sheltered from the storm. 
As Chet and Jimmie opened the doors of the hangar 
the newspapermen joined them. 

“What do you think,” anxiously inquired the re- 
porter, “can we make it in this weather?” 

“T can’t tell until it’s lighter,’ Chet answered. 
“But it'll certainly be one rough ride.” 

“This figures to be one of the big stories of the 
year,” the reporter went on. “The boat is hard 
ashore on the rocks and there’s too heavy a sea running 
for the coast guards to get a boat launched. And she’s 
too far out from the shore to shoot a line to her. 
She’s apt to break up from the pounding of the seas.” 

While they waited for the motor to warm up, Chet 
spread out a map on one of the seats in the Stinson’s 
cabin. The reporter told him that the wreck could be 
easily located from the entrance of the canal, and 
that there was a small field within four or five miles 
of the spot. No plane the size of the Stinson had ever 
landed there though. 

Ten minutes later, as they started down the field 
to get in a position to take off, the wind all but over- 
turned them. Rain pelted on the cabin windows and 
blurred their sight. All the familiar buildings around 
the airport were half hidden in the early dawn light 
and rain. Chet opened up the motor and they charged 
down the runway for the takeoff. 

They had scarcely gone two hundred feet when a 
gust of wind whipped them up into the air. The plane 
hung there momentarily and then lurched over, one 


wing-tip nearly striking the ground. Chet saved 
them from disaster only by superlative flying ability. 
As they reached a height of a hundred feet the ground 
all but disappeared from sight through the rain. 

Chet swung the plane out over the harbor and 
headed for Nantasket Beach. With the visibility as 
poor as it was, their one chance of safety lay in picking 
up the coastline and hugging the water’s edge until 
they reached their destination. 

The plane rapidly ate up the distance to the wreck, 
its speed materially increased by the fury of the 
storm behind it. Although the rain still fell in tor- 
rents the clouds seemed to be raising, and Chet 
was able to climb to a height of slightly more than 
two hundred feet. All about them on every side was 
a wall of rain and only the beach and the breakers 
showed below. 

Soon the character of the beach began to change, 
rocks showing through the sand. Shortly after, the 
beach became a solid mass of broken rocks. If the 
reporter’s information was correct, they were near 
their goal. Chet turned in his seat and motioned to 
the reporter to come forward. As he did so he saw 
that the photographer was huddled in the corner, 
deathly sick from the violent tossing of the plane. As 
Chet turned again and searched the beach below he 
felt the reporter’s hand grasp his shoulder. Chet 
pointed down and then to the map. 


UDDENLY the reporter shook Chet’s shoulder 

\7 and pointed. Through the welter of the storm 

they could see a dark vague shape partly hidden in a 

smother of breaking waves and gray-white spray. 

The wreck! At last! They had made it! Chet 
(Continued on page 24) 









SOME uncanny instinct 

told these hyena-dogs 
that this lioness was not in 
full possession of her usual 
powers. At any rate, here 
was a chance to get meat 
with or without the lioness 


THE KINGS CONSORT 
By Walter J. Wilwerding 


ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOR 


HE velvet blackness of the East African 

night, the flickering firelight against the 

thorn-branch sides of the elooka, reaching 

up exploringly into the darkness, only to 
be o’erwhelmed and conquered by it, the strong scent 
of humped, African cattle, intermingled with the smell 
of their black owners: these things filled the eyes and 
nostrils of the two huge felines that circled the thorny 
barricade. 

Hyenas moaned and jackals yapped, as if they 
scented this feiine pair and waited in expectancy of 
the banquet they would spread. Then a band of 
zebras barked noisily, betraying the fact that the 
grass-eating herds were on their way to water. 

But the king and his mate had dismissed the game- 
herds from their savage minds, for here was meat in 
abundance, separated from them by only a flimsy 
wall of thorn-branches. Their nostrils were filled with 
the reek of it, their brains were afire with the smell 
of it, and they padded boldly about the thorny wall 
in bloodthirsty anticipation. 

Thorns and fire conspired to keep them out, but, 
when Felis Leo is hungry, even these present obstacles 
are insufficient to keep him from his prey. 

The elooka—which is the Mungati name for their 
thorn-branch kraals—was a hastily thrown together 
affair, for the Mungati has no regular village; he roves 
about and constructs a simple barricade of thorn- 
branches wherever night finds him. The zebu-like 
cattle are herded in the centre, while men, women and 
children spend the night in a circle about them. 

Once, twice, thrice, with stealthy tread, the re- 
doubtable pair circled the elooka, and then the night 


Call 


“ 
ai 


ey Lh Welwerdia 
yy” reag 


air was assaulted by a tremendous, rumbling roar, 
that seemed to stifle and crush and extinguish the 
calls of every bird, beast and insect on that vast 
veldt, as the male of these two prowlers, impatient 
and hungry, tried his old trick of frightening the cattle, 
so as to start them stampeding. 

Some of these had already caught the scent of the 
great tawny cats, and the roar was all that was needed 
to start them bellowing in alarm and surging toward 
one side of the elooka. 

With shrill cries of, ‘‘Eek-eek!”’ the natives started 
to drive them back to the centre, but, at that moment, 
a frightful maned apparition, with gleaming fangs 
and outstretched talons, bounded over the barricade 
and onto the very backs of the cattle. Then, with a 
powerful bite and a terrific wrench of a mighty fore- 
paw a bull was down with a broken neck. 

At once the air was full of spears, for the Mungati 
—first cousin to the Masai—is a warrior from the 
day he draws his first breath. Here was his ancient 
enemy, and young warrior and old stepped up for 
the right to draw first blood. 

A spear shaft was smashed to flinders by a giant 
paw, as the blade bit home in the lion’s shoulder. 
Another was crushed to bits between his jaws, while 
the compound trembled with his terrifying roars. 
Then a young warrior, eager for laurels, ventured a 
bit too close and a crushing blow of a huge paw lamed 
him for the rest of his days. 

But now it seemed that the lion, like an immense 
pincushion, was a hub for every spear in the tribe 
and, finally he gave one last, furious, challenging roar 
and died like the king he was. 
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The battle had been short and 
violent, and in the excitement 
the natives had failed to see the 
crouching lioness, who had fol- 
lowed her mate into this trap of 
death, for in safety or peril she 
was ever at his side. 

Now the Mungati carry but one 
spear apiece; these they had 
thrown at the male, and they 
stood aghast while the lioness, 
true to her kind, wreaked revenge 
for the destruction of her mate. 

A powerful sweep of a scimiter. 
studded paw slashed shoulder and 
arm and hand of the nearest 
native. The next moment she had 
crushed another to earth with a 
sledge-hammer blow that nigh 
broke him in two, and _ things 
would have ended for more of the 
yelling black men, had she not 
just then seemed to remember 
that she had cubs awaiting her re- 
turn and had already risked too 
much; so, abandoning the battle 
she gathered powerful impetus to 
her tensed muscles, and leaped 
over the barricade. 

But in that same flash a warrior 
recalled his scattered wits and, 
drawing forth a spear from the 
fallen lion, he hurled it at the leap- 
ing lioness with all the force of his 
sinewy muscles. It missed her 
flank, where it would have pene- 
trated her vitals, and struck her 
full in the hip, so that she hurtled 
to the ground with a gaping 
wound, that made running pain- 
ful. For a moment she hesitated, 
making the night vibrate with 
frenzied roars, then desperately 
managed to put darkness between 
herself and the madly-yelling 
natives, who had now imitated the 

first warrior and were drawing spears from the body 
of her prostrate mate to hurl after her. 

She rested in a bush-protected ‘spot licking her 
wound until morning was almost upon her and then, 
putting the love for her young before the pain that 
tore at her as she moved, she stalked a herd of gazelle 
in the pink of the early dawn and succeeded, not 
without difficulty, in bringing down a less wary young 
one that dallied at the rear of the herd. This she 
brought to her young, but, after resting in the donga, 
her wound stiffened and became a serious handicap 
in her lone hunting, for when night came again she 
failed time after time to down her prey under con- 
ditions where she would usually have been successful. 

Once she lunged forth at a wildebeest, but jumped 
short, so that her outstretched claws just raked its 
hindquarters. Another time she waited for a band of 
zebras and missed her jump at an old mare. This 
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time. she barely escaped with her own life, for the 


pugnacious zebra let both hind legs fly in a vicious 
kick that sent her rolling and dazed. Several others 
were there in an instant to add their kicking and 
trampling hoofs to the cause and she extricated her- 
self from that predicament with some difficulty. 

Somehow she regained her feet and with smashing 
blows the way was cleared for her, but she was unable 
to follow-up her advantage and bring down one of the 
zebras. 

Toward morning, her keen eyes and ears told her 
of an impalla buck that had come down to drink alone, 
but a vagrant puff of wind sent a warning to his 
sensitive nostrils and he was gone over the bush tops 
in long, graceful leaps before she had cleared half the 
distance between them. 


H£® condition had not improved with the kicking 
she had received from the zebras, and morning 
found her without meat for the young who waited in the 
donga. She crouched at the edge of an acacia woods, 
muscles bulging under her tawny skin, nostrils quiver- 
ing and tail twitching nervously, while the large, 
black pupils in her rounded eyes stared with stony 
fixedness at a herd of giraffe. These wended their 
way slowly over a veldt that quivered with heal 
waves which distorted their long legs into fantasti 
corkscrews. 

She lay in ambush in this place in the vain hop¢ 
that the herd would pass that way, so that she 
could make a short, quick rush from covert and drag 
a young giraffe back into the grove before the old 
ones could recover from their alarmed surprise 2! 
come to its aid with smashing blows of their large 
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hoofs, but it was evident that her chances of catching 
one this morning were slight. 

She might have tried stalking them across the 
veldt, but their keen eyesight and the periscopic view 
they had of the surrounding country would make 
the stalk a useless effort in the daytime, so she simply 
watched them until their swaying necks disappeared 
bevond a fringe of acacias. 

Then clouds of dust, approaching from two direc- 
tions, told her that the Mungati were bringing their 
herds to water, and for a time she watched them with 
that concentrated intentness which only members of 
the cat family seem to possess. She appeared to be 
debating her chances of catching a young heifer from 
one of these herds, but changed her mind because of 
the light of day and her wounded condition. 

As the herders came into view, and she heard their 
shrill cries and saw their sharp spears, she seemed to 
remember her previous experience with those same 
weapons and, crouching low, she vanished into the 
bushes of thorn and made her way circuitously 
toward the place where her cubs lay hidden. 

On the way a small piece of good luck befell her, 
for, passing a tangled creeper that twisted its tough 
length upward into an acacia, her keen eyes noted a 
dik-dik buck lying quietly, sure of his concealment, in a 
bed of grass that was shaded by the mass of vine and 
foliage. Lying close to earth and earthlike in color, 
he was hard to see, but a flicker of his ear betrayed 
his presence to the lioness and with a pounce she was 
on him, like a cat after a mouse. Here was but a 
bite of meat to be sure, but a little was better than 
none, so she carried the tiny mouthful of antelope 
to her cubs. 

The little chaps had been waiting hungrily for her 
return, and one male, a bit larger and bolder than the 
rest, swaggered out to meet her, only to be uncere- 
moniously cuffed back to the rest of the family. 
Soon all three of the young were pulling, growling 
and tearing at the dik-dik, until the tidbit was 
finished. 

But, though there had been meals of,sorts for the 
young, the lioness had not fed for two nights and a 
day, and, if one must hunt, one must eat in order to 
have strength for the chase. She needed rest after 
the night’s hunting and, above all, that wound in 
her thigh needed a rest in order to give it a chance 
to heal, but, when hunger is gnawing at one’s stomach 
and three young are whining for more food, there is 
scant chance for resting, and she was soon on her 
way again, taking the cubs with her this time. 

They came upon a flock of guinea-fowl, feeding 
among reeds and saplings in a dried out water-course, 
and she stalked them with infinite patience, being 
rewarded by four of the wary birds coming close to 
where she lay motionless in the reeds. In some tele- 
pathic manner—with which animals convey messages 
to their young—she had directed the cubs to lie 
quietly some distance be- 
hind her, where they imi- 
tated her motionless pos- 
ture. 

The guinea-fow] stretch- 
ed their scrawny necks 
and moved their carica- 
tures of heads this way 
and that while they sur- 
veyed this mass of tawny 
something - or - other that 
lay there so quietly. They 
talked it over among 
themselves in strident, 
saw-filing accents and de- 
cided that it was an ant- 
hill, or a peculiarly shaped 
rock, or a warthog’s dig- 























A quick, scrambling gallop, 
a leap with a crashing paw- 
stroke, sent the buck to earth 


At the water’s edge she lay and 
lapped the refreshing fluid 


gings, or a heap of dried grass, and continued on their 
way past it, only to find, to their utter consternation, 
that the tawny something had suddenly come to life 
and was all over them in an instant. 

One she smashed to earth in a cloud of white- 
speckled feathers; another she pulled down from over- 
head as it was about to rocket away. The other two 
escaped and winged their frantic way after the main 
flock that had now taken off in alarm. 


To guinea-fowl proved exceedingly welcome 
in an emergency, but again there was food for the 
youngsters only, and she watched them at their ill- 
mannered eating until only polka-dotted feathers 
showed where two guinea-fowl had been. 

She came upon no game until mid-afternoon when 
she detected a herd of kongoni—long-faced, bay- 
brown antelope, with oddly twisted horns set high on 
the head—resting on an elevated piece of sandy 
ground in the full heat of the afternoon sun. Here 
was meat and welcome meat, for the lion is fond of 
the flesh of the kongoni, but to get it was another 
matter. 

There was nothing but open veldt between her and 
the kongoni and, with the exception of a park-like 
grove beyond them, no way of approach presented 
itself. To reach this grove and stalk the herd from 
its cover meant a long roundabout walk, with the 
chance of having them catch her scent, for the wind 
at this high elevation is usually blowing a gale at all 
times of the day and night. 

Yet, with the patience of the cats when mea‘ is in 
sight, she again left her young behind, and set out 
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upon the long stalk that would bring her to the 
grove and within striking distance of the kongoni. 

She had gone but a short distance when something 
occurred that made her drop to earth with every 
muscle taut and ready for action. Something else 
had approached the kongoni from the grove and was 
driving them pellmell toward her. What it was did 
not disturb her; the only thing she thought about 
was the galloping brown forms moving swiftly in her 
direction. 

And then they were upon her, and the herd split, 
when they saw what confronted them, as though 
driven apart by a wedge. Now she went into action, 
forgetting her wound, brain awhirl with the hunting 
madness. A quick, scrambling gallop, a leap and, 
with a crashing paw-stroke, she sent a buck to earth. 
The rest was quickly done and she was crouched 
upon the prostrate form of the kongoni when a party 
of hyena-dogs—tireless and fierce hunters of the 
veldt—galloped up in the wake of the herd. 

Now, the hyena-dog must not be confused with the 
cowardly hyena; he has simply been given this name 
because of a certain resemblance to that nasty animal 
in the general contour of the head and because, in 
common with the hyena, he has but four toes on the 
forefeet. He lacks the hyena’s slouching gait, but 
most of all he lacks the hyena’s skulking cowardice. He 
hunts his game in well-ordered packs and is fearless. 

Ordinarily these wild dogs would have kept after 
the kongoni herd, for once on the trail of an animal 
they never leave it, but here was one already down— 
pulled down by someone who had cut in on their hunt 
—and by all the rules the meat should be theirs. 

Some uncanny instinct told them that this lioness 
was not in full possession of her usual powers. Per- 
haps they noted her gaunt flanks or perchance theic 
keen noses had already discovered the wound that had 
lamed her. At any rate they stopped and immedi- 
ately formed a ring about her. 

They had come up baying, but had stopped to bark 
like collies at the surprise of seeing her here, and now 
they started to gibber, not unlike the gibbering of a 
hyena when he finds something to eat. 


F THE lioness was disturbed about their numbers, 
she did not show it, but her lashing tail and 
rumbling growl, like the grumbling of a volcano, spoke 
plainly, “‘Keep off; keep your distance; make room!” 
But hyena-dogs are neither easily scared nor readily 
bluffed. Here was meat—meat that they had chased 
into the very jaws of this lioness—and they had no 
intention of allowing her to keep it while there was 
more than a likely chance that she also might be added 
to the banquet. 

They sat on their haunches and surveyed her, 
with tongues lolling, for the day was very hot and they 
had come to this hunt from afar. 

Then, after they had rested, it seemed as if an order 
went around—just how none can say—but the crea- 
tures appeared to have a perfect understanding among 

(Concluded on page 42) 
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ON THE eve of the first big game against Parnell, 
Capt. Russ Willard tries to make up with Bo 
Hardy. The two shake hands but Bo insists that 
Russ must not tell his mates they’ve reached an 
understanding. In the game, Bo calls on Russ to do 
heavy line-plunging, then gives himself the ball 
when near the goal line that he may get the glory of 
scoring. Garrett is ahead, 6 to 0 at the half but 
Parnell ties the score in the last minute of play when 
Capt. Russ Willard, intending to punt out of danger 
from behind his own goal line, fumbled and Parnell 
recovers for a touchdown. Garrett loses when Par- 
nell scores the extra point and Bo Hardy hotly de- 
nounces Capt. Russ Willard for the misplay which 
brought defeat. As his temper cools he realizes 
that he has gotten in even worse with his team-mates 
who consider him a poor sport and he tells himself 
feelingly: “I’ve got to square myself somehow! The 
Ludlow game is next and we’ve simply got to win it!” 


CONCLUSION 


O BE the captain of the team and to be 
pointed out as the fellow whose untimely 
fumble in the last minute of play had 
lost the big Parnell game was not exactly 
an enviable position. Russ Willard, in the week that 
followed, had occasion to reflect, ruefully, that any 
team-mate could have the captaincy for the asking. 
Somehow, the mere fact of his being captain had 
seemed to add to the disgrace which was his. In one 
unintended but, nevertheless, fell stroke, he had re- 
duced to nought the heroic efforts of his team-mates 


who were on the verge of being joyously acclaimed 
by victory-anticipating Garrett supporters. 

Quarterback Bo Hardy, if the truth were known, 
felt almost as miserable as Capt. Russ Willard. 
Before the Parnell game he had rejoiced at having 
made his peace with Russ and had begun to feel quite 
reconciled to not having been chosen captain as ex- 
pected. His impetuous actions toward Russ, follow- 
ing Garrett’s startling defeat, however, had shattered 
the peace and placed him in greater disfavor with the 
fellows. 

Garrett’s return to winning ways in trouncing 
Edgewood, 28 to 0, in the game prior to the next big 
encounter with Ludlow, failed to excite the fans. 
Hopes had been builded so high in advance of the 
Parnell clash that Garrett supporters were reserving 
their opinions this time. 

In the Garrett locker-room the day of the game, a 
high-tensioned squad of football men shuffled nerv- 
ously about, tied and re-tied their shoes or repeated 
some other trivial act as a means of killing time until 
word should come to take the gridiron. Today 
brought the Garrett eleven to the end of its football 
road with its objective not quite attained. The out- 
come of the Ludlow game would determine how close 
or how far Garrett had come from hitting the mark. 
A victory would do much to offset the sting of Par- 


nell’s defeat. To lose to Ludlow would mean a col. 
lapse of fondest Garrett hopes. At least one of the 
big games must be won to count the season a success, 

“Do we win or don’t we?” expounded Coach 
Stewart on concluding his instructions to the team. 

“We win!” cried Garrett to a man. 

“All right!” challenged the Coach. 
there now—and let’s see you do it!” 

A fighting mad squad leaped to its feet and rushed 
for the door. Ludlow was going to pay for Garrett's 
failure against Parnell. This thought was uppermost 
in each team-member’s mind—and particularly was it 
impressed upon the mind and heart of Quarterback 
Bo Hardy and Capt. Russ Willard. Since Bo’s verbal 
assault upon Russ, the two had ignored each other, 
but now, as they bumped each other at the door, 
they exchanged defiant glances. 

“T'll show you!” Bo’s glance seemed to say, while 
Russ appeared to be thinking: “I won’t be the goat 
again! Call-on me all you want, old fellow—and I'l] 
come through for you!” 

Bo had secretly hoped that Russ would approach 
him again before game time and make overtures 
toward a second reconciliation. But he sensed, in- 
wardly, that this was too much to expect. Rather was 
it distinctly his place to go to Russ and offer abject 
apology—but, try as he might, his pride would not 
permit him to do so. 

Capt. Russ Willard met Jay Hudson, Ludlow cap- 
tain, in the center of the field. A coin was tossed and 
Russ lost. Ludlow elected to receive the kick-off. 
The teams lined up, eager Garrett men stretching 
across the field just back of the upended ball which 
Russ prepared to kick. 


“Go on out 


Ludlow’s quarterback dropped the ball toward 
his upswinging toe as the timer’s gun barked end- 
ing the game 
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FOR ALL BOYS 
“ Are you ready?” called the referee. 


R= captains raised their arms; the whistle 
screeched; Russ ran forward, his wall of team- 
mates following. His foot met the pigskin and sent it 
turning end over end, far down into a corner of Lud- 
low’s territory. An interference quickly formed 
about the Ludlow receiver who started running. Gar- 
rett men threw themselves at these interferers in an 
effort to reach the bali carrier. Spectators came to 
their feet with a roar as it was seen that Ludlow’s 
return of the kick-off was inspired. Ten, twenty, 
thirty yards, the ball was run back. And now the 
fleet-footed quarterback of the Ludlow eleven who 
had the ball, was out on his own—dodging, twisting, 
veering sharply toward the further sidelines and 
leaving most of the wide-eyed Garrett tacklers behind 
him. 

“He’s away to a clear field!”” shrieked Ludlowites, 
joyfully. 

And so he was, with Quarterback Bo Hardy giving 
desperate chase and Capt. Russ Willard just at his 
heels. But the Ludlow quarterback was a ten-second 
man in the dashes, the pride of Ludlow’s track team, 
and a ten-yard lead was ordinarily as good as a mile 
to him. Urged on by frantic Ludlow rooters he fairly 
galloped toward Garrett’s goal line, with Bo Hardy 
painfully closing the gap between them and Russ 
Willard falling further and further back. Even so, 
there was no catching Ludlow’s fast little man and he 
circled behind the goal posts, touching the ball 
triumphantly to earth to complete a ninety-six-yard 
run for a touchdown from the opening kick-off—a 
feat seldom accomplished. 

“That’s how we run through your team!” shrilled 
a gleeful Ludlow fan. 

There was no question but what the suddenness of 
Ludlow’s scoring had been shocking to a determined 
Garrett. The players seemed all but stupefied as they 
lined up to contest Ludlow’s attempt for extra point 
after touchdown. And they still acted in a daze as 
the Ludlow quarterback was given the honor of place- 
kicking the additional point to give his team a 7 to 
0 lead in the first two minutes of play. 

“Never mind that, gang!”’ Russ consoled. “Heads 
up! That’s all they’re going to get the whole 
game!” 

Garrett braced courageously though it was appar- 
ent to all that Ludlow’s achievement had given her 
the edge. The first-half resolved itself into a kicking 


= 
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duel as both elevens set up stiff defenses. Here it was 
that Capt. Russ Willard excelled. His punts carried 
far and were well placed, with Garrett gradually gain- 
ing ground on the exchanges. It seemed but a matter 
of time before the home eleven would be advanced 
within scoring distance. And then came a second 
break, more disheartening than the first. With the 
half nearly over, Russ punted out of bounds on Lud- 
low’s three-yard line. Bo Hardy impulsively broke 
his silence to cry out: “Great stuff, Russ! That puts 
*em in a real hole!” 

Garrett supporters, screaming encouragement, 
watched breathlessly as the Ludlow quarterback re- 
treated behind his goal line to kick out of danger. 

“Break through and block that kick!’”’ Russ begged 
of the linesmen. 

And Garrett linesmen responded, smashing Lud- 
low’s great line to bits as they dived through in an 
effort to duplicate Parnell’s performance against 
them. The pass from center was very bad but the 
Ludlow quarterback managed to catch the ball. 
Apparently realizing instantly that he could not 
get off a kick, the quarterback dodged Garrett forms 
hurtling at him and did an amazing thing. He 
drew back his arm and threw a tremendous forward 
pass! His ends, who had torn down the field, 
gulped their astonishment and set out for the spot 
where the ball would land. The Ludlow right end 
grabbed the pigskin almost out of Bo Hardy’s hands 
as he raced in, trying for an interception. And, 
once again, Bo found himself chasing a pair of 
flying heels with the field gone mad. But it was 
no use. The Ludlow quarterback’s brilliant piece 
of thinking had converted a possible touchback or 
even touchdown against his team into another touch- 
down for Ludlow. 


“QCIMARTEST bit of football I ever saw!” said 
Coach Stewart, in all fairness. ‘Wish I had 

that boy on my team!” 

As he spoke Ludlow’s quarterback missed the try 
for extra point. 

“Well, that proves he’s human anyhow!” breathed 
a Garrett rooter. “‘I’d begun to think that baby had 
been born with horseshoes on both feet and a four- 
leaf clover between his teeth.” 

““A new-born baby doesn’t have teeth,’’ someone 
nearby remarked. 

“Don’t kid yourself,” the rooter retorted. “That 
baby had his wisdom teeth cut at birth, I’ll bet.” 


The timer’s gun banged, end 
of the first-half. Score: Lud- 
low, 13; Garrett, 0. 

“There’s our two touch- 
down lead!” remarked a jubi- 
lant Ludlow player, as the 
team left the field. ‘And 
we're even better than that!” 

A glum Garrett squad 
trooped into the clubhouse 
and dropped down on benches, 
staring at one another. 

“How you going to beat 
that kind of playing?” de- 
manded right-end Ping Eller. 
“Talk about breaks!” 

“Yeah, but they made the 
breaks,”’ replied Captain Russ. 
“Just the same—outside that 
couple of breaks—we’re as 
good as they are! And— 
next half. . .!” 

But the spirit which had 
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animated Garrett team members at the start of the 
game was no longer present. A conviction had 
settled upon them that they were whipped. They 
did not say so in so many words but their attitudes 
belied it. And nothing that Russ could declare or 
that Bo could add or that Coach Stewart could ex- 
press appeared to rouse them from their gloomy 
acceptance of a fate which seemed to be awaiting 
them. 


ALLED out to start the second-half, Quarter- 
back Bo Hardy set to work figuring out an at- 
tack which might prove effective against Ludlow. 
His rival quarterback had left him far in the ruck 
insofar as individual brilliance was concerned. Bo’s 














hopes of shining in this 
game were small as com- 
pared to the Ludlow field 
general whose name was 
already destined to appear 
| j in sporting headlines. But 
| Garrett’s quarterback 
burned with the desire to 
get his team back into a 
fight which most of the 
eleven had decided was 
hopeless. He wasn’t the 
captain but his position 
gave him command and he 
intended to exercise his 
authority as never before. 
It would be his last chance 
to demonstrate his real ability—to prove to the fel- 
lows that they, in some particulars, had misjudged 
him. 

Ludlow kicked off and the ball came to Bo. He was 
off with Russ just ahead of him, forming interference. 
Jim moved over swiftly from the side, falling in behind 
Russ. Trot Kimball lumbered in from the other side 
and down the field they went, other team-members 
doing what they could to clear the way. Trot was 
the first to go down, taking a tackler with him as he 
did so. Jim went next, preventing a certain tackle as 
Bo sidestepped. Then Russ blocked off two Ludlow 
men and hit the dirt himself, leaving Bo to go on alone. 
By this time Bo had reached midfield, with the Gar- 
rett stands in an uproar, but here he found himself 
hemmed in, being run out of bounds on Ludlow’s 
forty-eight-yard line after a sensational dash of forty- 
two yards, the longest run of the day for Garrett. 

“That’s more like it!’’ approved a Garrett sup- 
porter. 

“Good work, Bo, old boy!” grinned Jim, coming 
up. “You sure set a swell example. We'll have to 
go some to follow you!” : 

“Signals!” Bo snapped. 

It was Jim’s number he was calling and Jim went 
around end for two yards. 


“Signals!” 





(Continued on page 37) 





ALASKA—paydirt—claims—counter- 
claims—and the Law. 


LASKA’S summer sun stood high and hot 
in the blue noon of the heavens, and cast 
the twisted shapes of dead spruce in 
grotesque shadows. Here and there among 

the stunted and deformed snags appeared clumps of 
alder and willow, full-leafed and green, against the 
weather-beaten gray of their barkless and less sturdy 
neighbors. 

Jimmy Bardwell stuck his double-bitted axe into 
a stump, pushed back a lock of wavy brown hair that 
lay sweat-plastered to his forehead, and surveyed the 
small patch of timber with an appraising eye. A 
snow-shoe rabbit, its recent coat of pure white now 
a mottled brown, scurried through the underbrush. 
A saucy camp robber lit on a near-by limb, gave voice 
to his raucous laugh, and ruffed up his black and gray 
feathers. 

“Dry wood'll be at a premium when they start 
working that deep ground down the creek,” Jimmy 
told himself, encouragingly. He glanced at the 
corded wood he had cut in the few days he had been 
there. ‘“‘The only dry wood on the whole creek,” he 
mused, turning down toward the small tent that stood 
near the spring which marked the very head of the 
stream. 

After preparing and eating his noonday meal he 
struck off down the trail. On his wide, flat shoulders 
rested a “washboard” pack strap, to which was 
lashed a ten-gallon keg with an axle of three-quarter 
inch pipe running through it lengthwise. One end of 
the pipe was bent to form a crank; the shorter end was 
straight. Under one arm he carried a two-pound 
baking-powder tin and a small metal flask. 

A hundred feet below his tent he stopped and 
looked at a stake marking the limit of a mining claim. 
As he read the name on the location notice he shook 
his head slowly. 

“Lot of people I'd rather do business with than 
Mark Trapp,” he reflected, “‘but black sand is black 
sand, and I need the money.” He hunched his pack 
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Jimmy waited breathlessly while the 
engineer made his last calculation 


higher on his shoulders and swung on down Gold 
Creek, covering the full length of Trapp’s upper 
claim and part of the lower one till he came to 
the long string of sluice boxes where a cleanup was 
in progress. 

“Hi, Bardwell,” hailed Mark Trapp as he came up. 

“Hello, Trapp, I see you're right in the middle 
of things. Thought you said to be here at noon.” 
Jimmy eased his heavy pack to the ground. 

“Yeah, I did, but I’m late. Stick around.” 

“TI could just as well have been cutting more 
wood, instead of wasting time here,” complained 
Jimmy. 

“* Aw, ferget it! Time don’t mean nothin’ to wood- 
choppers and black sanders,” mocked Trapp, biting 
into a big black plug. 

“Well, it does to me.” Jimmy’s blue eyes went one 
shade darker as he leveled them on the other man’s 
face. 

There was a marked difference in the two as they 
stood there beside the long string of sluice boxes. 

They were both six-footers, and neither carried any 
excess of flesh, but while Jimmy’s leanness was that of 
a slender frame lightly covered with the flat, well- 
conditioned muscles of youth, Trapp, ten years older, 
was more raw-boned and angular. Jimmy’s cheeks 
were smooth and filled with the glow of health, and 
his generous mouth was quick to open in a smile. 
Trapp’s face was hard and meatless and the small eyes, 
shapeless nose, and. thin-lipped mouth were all 
bunched together. ‘The latter was more apt to roll 
back in a sneer than to break into a grin. 


MPATIENTLY Jimmy Bardwell waited for the 

older man to finish with the cleanup. He watched 
the men puddle the black sand out of the gold with 
the aid of a stream of water and small wooden paddles. 
Up, up the one in twelve grade of the sluice they 
worked the heavy golden grains, while the water 
separated it from the almost ‘equally heavy black 
grit. Then, with whiskbrooms, they swept the 
yellow dust back and forth across the foot-wide boxes. 
The heavier particles of the sand and lighter grains 
of flour-gold were separated from the main batch of 


the glittering metal by the current of water. At 
last it was clean and Trapp scooped it intu gold 
pans. “Gonna be a nice profit left after I pay off 
the men,” he gloated, eyeing the results of his two- 
weeks’ run. 

He shovelled the black sand into one part of a 
halved barrel. Three other such tubsful of sand stood 
near by. This was his fourth cleanup of the season. 
It meant a nice piece of work for Jimmy. 

“Tl get right at it,” declared the younger man 
unclamping the four-inch, rubber-gasketed door in the 
side of the keg that now rested its axle ends on two 
uprights. 

“Gimme a bid on the works,” invited Trapp. 

“Give you a bid? Why, I'll clean it for 10 per 
cent., same as I do all up and down the creek,” ex- 
claimed Jimmy. 

“Well, I want to dry and blow this dust and take 
it in to the bank. I don’t want to have to stand 
around here and watch you cleanin’ sand.” 

Jimmy rose slowly from his knees beside the keg. 
A flush mounted in his cheeks. He slapped the little 
door on the keg shut. “If I’m not to be trusted, 
maybe you better clean your own sand. Stick 
around if you wish, but don’t insinuate that you have 
to look down my collar to keep me from stealing.” 
He made as though to pack up his equipment. 

“Aw, listen, Bardwell,” placated Trapp, “I didn't 
mean it that way. On’y thing is I’m takin’ my gold 
into the bank and I'd like to make it all in one trip— 
this with the rest of it. Go ahead and give me a bid. 

“I'd rather just work it over for 10 per cent. and 
let it go at that,” protested Jimmy. . 

“‘Aw, come on! Be asport. Make me an offer. 

“Well,” replied Jimmy hesitantly, “I'll see what 
she runs.” He took a pan of sand from the present 
cleanup and stepping down to a small backwater In 
the ereek washed it with a deft swirling motion. As 
the last of the sand washed over the lip of the pal 
Jimmy sized up the string of fine gold that clung in the 
“break.” He judged its value and then estimated 
what would be in the tub. He started to take a sample 
from one of the others. 

“IT haven’t got time to wait for you to go through 
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FOR ALL BOYS 


all those,” growled Trapp, impatiently. ‘‘What'll 
you gimme fer the works?” 

* Jimmy gave the man a quick glance. Trapp came 
as near giving a pleasant smile in answer as was 
possible for him. “Well,” ventured Jimmy, “how 
about two hundred?” 

“Make it two hundred and fifty dollars and they’re 
yours,” countered Trapp, hurriedly. 

‘ “Nope! Two hundred’s my offer.” 

“All right! Gimme the money an’ I'll get on my 
way.” They went to the cabin where Jimmy weighed 
the contents of his small moosehide pocket poke. A 
little over eight ounces. One hundred and fifty 
dollars. 

‘“That’s all I’ve made so far this season,” explained 
Jimmy. ‘I'll pay you the rest when I clean the sand,” 
he offered. Trapp agreed, rather ungraciously. 


IMMY filled his keg half full of sand, added about 
a quarter of a teacup of cyanide crystals from his 
baking-powder can, doused in some water. Then he 
closed the little door and churned until the acid would 
have cleaned the gold so that the quicksilver, which he 
added from the metal flask, would pick it up. After 
fifteen minutes more turning, he opened the trap and 
dropped the load into a pan. 

The lump of amalgam was like a blob of molten 
solder, darting back and forth in the black wetness 
of the sand at every movement of the pan. Jimmy 
herded the lump of “‘quick”’ into a large square of 
chamois skin, brought the four corners together and 
wrung it till the fine texture of the soft leather opened 
to let the mercury escape in sweating drops. After 
capturing the quicksilver and returning it to the keg, 
he unrolled his chamois to find a small gob of silver- 
plated flour gold. All it would need now would be to 
be burned over a hot fire. The quick would burn 
away leaving only the gold. 

Time and again he ran the 
churn, until the first tub was 
empty. “A little over three 
ounces,” mused Jimmy. “Gee, 
if that holds out I'll make 
about forty dollars,” he specu- 
lated, exultantly. 

When he started the next 
tub he had misgivings from 
the time he had finished the 
very first batch. There was 
no gold. Something told him 
he had been cheated. He dug 
into the sand with his hands. 
Something bright caught his 
eye. He peered closely. A 
gasp escaped his lips. 

A drop of truant quicksilver 
glistened at the bottom of the 
hollow he had scooped. An 
angry flush mounted to Jim- 
my’s cheeks, and the lids half 
closed over his darkening eyes. 

A hurried examination of 
the other tubs told him the 
worst. 

The sand had already been 
cleaned! 

There was a hard, dangerous 
line to Jimmy Bardwell’s lean 
jaw as he glanced down over 
the trail Mark Trapp had 
taken into town. 

He burned the quick from 
the sixty dollars’ worth of 
amalgam on the forge that 
was used to sharpen picks and 
then sat down near by and 
waited. The sluice head of 
water roared and rumbled its 
way through the boxes as the 
men shovelled in the gold- 
bearing gravel from bedrock. 
The cleaned rocks spread out 
like a fan as the tailings piled 
in the cut below. The crew 
stopped work, ate their eve- 
ning meal at the cook shack, 
and still Jimmy waited for the 
claim owner to return. 

_ Over his head in the golden 
light of Alaska’s night sun a 
mosquitohawk balanced on lazy 
wings, but he was not think- 
ing of mosquito hawks. He 
was calling himself all kinds of 
a fool Here he had been clean- 
ing sand during summer va- 
cations for the past five years 
—ever since he had been on 
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his own. And now he had let himself get hooked 
like this; and by a man he had had every reason 
to believe would take a mean advantage if the chance 
was offered. ; 


HE midnight sun was balanced on the northern 

horizon when Mark Trapp staggered up the 
creek. Jimmy met him at the door of the cabin, 
and noticed that his breath reeked of liquor. 

**What you doin’ here?”’ barked Trapp, his blood- 
shot eyes narrowing. Before Jimmy could answer he 
threw back his head and laughed drunkenly. ‘Oh, 
I know,” he hooted, “you wanna pay me that fifty 
dollars you owe me. All right, hand it over.”’ His 
raucous guffaw brought the men to the door of the 
bunk-house close by. 

Jimmy’s lithe body stiffened. His eyes blazed and 
his knuckles stood out white against the tan of his 
clenched fists. 

“You expect that?” he asked in a tight voice. 

“Sure! You said you’d pay it, didn’t you?” 

For a long second Jimmy considered refusing. 
He’d be a sucker to pay it, but then—he had said he 
would. He knew Mark Trapp’s weakness for 
drunken blabbering; knew that the man would lose 
no opportunity for accusing him of repudiating a debt. 
The facts would be distorted, and there would be 
those who believed what they heard. 

“Trapp,” he said, slowly, “I’m going to pay you 
that fifty dollars, not because I owe it to you but 
because I said I would. I’m not going to have you 
saying I ever went back on my word, but before I 
pay you I’m going to tell you that I think you are the 
dirtiest thieving crook in all of Alaska—the filthiest 
kind of a rat—one that'll... .” 

**Listen, you,” interrupted Trapp. “You ain't 
man enough to talk to me like that.”” He shoved his 





“Don’t let that stop you,” rasped Trapp letting fly one big pile-driver fist 
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outthrust chin close to Jimmy’s face. His tobacco- 
stained lips curled wolfishly. 

**Pay me what you owe me,” he added. “Pay me 
and then get off the ground.” 

“If you wasn’t drunk, Trapp,” gritted Jimmy, 
“I'd give you one of the sweetest beatings you ever 
had in your life.” 

“Don’t let that stop you,” rasped Trapp, letting 
fly one big pile-driver fist. The blow caught Jimmy 
on the side of his jaw and sent him spinning. He 
rolled over just in time to dodge one of Trapp’s big 
shoes, aimed at his head. With a spring like a lynx 
he was on his feet. 

Toe to toe they stood, hard fists thudding into solid 
flesh that was anger-armored against pain. The 
older man’s wild cursing and the noise of the combat 
brought the men running from the bunkhouse. 

Smash! Bang! Slam! 

Slowly, but surely, Jimmy went about the business 
of giving Trapp a beating. There was little love lost 
between the claim owner and his crew, and some of 
the men openly rooted for the younger man as they 
stood there and saw him beat Mark Trapp to his knees. 

Jimmy stepped back and gave his man a chance to 
regain his feet, but Trapp knew when he had had 
enough. 

With a shrug of his shoulders, Jimmy stepped 
through the open door of the cabin and weighed out 
fifty dollars on the gold scales that stood on the 
table. Without a word of explanation to the gaping 
miners, he wiped the blood from his face and swung 
up the trail to his camp. 

When he arrived at his tent, Jimmy bathed in the 
clear cold water of the creek, set his batch of sour- 
dough for hot cakes in the morning, and went to bed. 
His tired and aching muscles cried for sleep, but his 
busy mind fought the relaxation of rest. That hun- 
dred and fifty had been a good 
start toward the money he 
would need to get him through 
his second year of the en- 
gineering course at the Fair- 
banks School of Mines. Con- 
ditions at the farthest north 
college in the world are not 
such that a man can hope to 
work his way through during 
the term. He would have to 
earn enough during the short 
summer season—and that half 
gone. 

Presently his teeth came to- 
gether with a click. “Tl 
make it yet,”’ he promised him- 
self. “The wood will pull 
me through.” 


LANTING beams of sun- 
J light angled through the 
open flaps of the tent when 
Jimmy awoke. He jumped up 
and ran down to the creek, his 
supple body flashing in the 
golden glow o: the summer 
morning. A curious mink 
arched his sleek back, gave one 
startled look at the splashing 
intruder, blinked his shoe- 
button eyes and scampered 
away. 

Jimmy stretched his sore 
muscles, gingerly fingered his 
bruised face, and fought back 
the red anger that still rose to 
smother him. 

Back at the tent he pre- 
pared his breakfast and got 
ready to tear into the patch of 
“standing dry” with a ven- 
geance. His head suddenly 
snapped up at the sound of an 
axe on the hillside. He in- 
vestigated and found Mark 
Trapp writing a location no- 
tice on a blazed tree. 

“Listen, you,” he snarled as 
Jimmy approached, “I’m re- 
vising the lines of my upper 
claim to take in this patch of 
dry timber; I'm warning you 
not to cut any more, and move 
your tent off my ground, too. 
T’ll show you if you can make a 
fool outta me in front of my 
men.” 

The blood drained from 
Jimmy’s face. Every muscle 

(Concluded on page 28) 
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Happiness consists in activity: 
constitution of our nature; it 
stream, and not a stagnant pool. 

—John M. Good. 


The happy have whole days, and those they 
choose; 
The unhappy have but hours, and those they 
lose. 
—Cibber. 


Happiness grows at our own firesides, and is 
not to be picked in strangers’ gardens. 
—Douglas Jerrold. 


Eager always to do the kindly deed that 
brings the joy of service—and that alone makes 
human life truly human. 

—Ralph Waldo Trine. 
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Doing good is the only certainly happy ac- 
tion of a man’s life. 
—Phillip Sidney. 


Happiness is not found in _ self-contempla- 
tion, it is perceived only when it is reflected 
from another. 

—Johnson. 


All who joy would win 
Must share it—Happiness was born a twin. 
—Byron. 


A thought,—good or evil,—an act, in timea 
habit,—so runs life’s law: what you live in 
your thought-world, that, sooner or later, you 
will find objectified in your life. 

—Ralph Waldo Trine. 











HAPPINESS 


APPINESS is within the reach of practically every boy, no matter 
what his condition. It can be cultivated and practiced. It does not 
depend upon money, or position, or pleasure, as some boys—and older 
people, too—suppose. But it does not come by sitting down and waiting 
for it. You must get out and find it for yourself. Every day can be filled 
with happiness, if you will look for it. The best things in the world cost 
nothing. Physical fitness, for instance, for most of us, depends largely on 
our own efforts. Good temper, friendliness, courtesy, are assets any boy 
can cultivate so as to become daily habits. 

There is a thrill in every worth-while job well done. Here we see the dif- 
ference between destructive mischief and constructive fun. Some foolish 
boys try to get a thrill out of causing embarrassment, inflicting pain, reading 
trashy books, or destroying property. Others get their thrill from a clean 
game played in the spirit of good sport, from a camp-fire in the woods, from 
a difficult school lesson mastered. Mischief destroys. Worth-while fun 
builds up. 

Your work is as interesting as you make it. Don’t look at it as a handi- 
cap. Enjoy it right now. Carry on with all your might. No man who ever 
lived enjoyed life more than Theodore Roosevelt. That was because he 
put enthusiasm into it. You will recall his message to all American boys: 
“Hit the line hard! Don’t foul and don’t shirk, but hit the line hard!” If 


you attack a job in this spirit, you will be happy 
in it. The unhappiest boys I know are the lazy 
ones, the “‘do-nothing” youths. They accomplish 
nothing worth while, and are always gloomy about 
something. 

One of the great undermining forces in a person’s 
character is pessimism. The man who cultivates 
happiness is the one who is most effective and 
accomplishes the most. Leadership and pessimism 
never go together. Leadership and optimism are 
very apt to bring success. 

Of course, there will be difficulties. Meet them 
bravely and cheerfully. Some people think cheer- 
fulness is something easy, that smiles come to cer- 
tain people without any effort. But often cheerfulness comes only from 
courage, patience and determination definitely cultivated. 

Another thing that helps make happiness is a variety of interests. 
The intelligent person with many interests is rarely bored and has a 
much better chance to achieve happiness. Bored people are dull, and 
dull people are never happy. ; 

Cultivate appreciation. Learn to enjoy the beauty of nature, a fine 
piece of team-play in a football game, or someone else’s good leadership, 
or worth-while record. If one is selfish or conceited he can not appre- 
ciate what others do, and he shuts the door to happiness for himself. 

A joyful home helps bring happiness, but you must do your part to make 
the home happy and not just accept it as a matter of course. Give this 
a trial test. 

A smile is another thing that helps to bring happiness not only to your- 
self but other people. A smile based on sympathy and good-will helps you 
and helps all whom you meet. 

This brings us to what I believe to be the greatest source of happiness— 
helping other people. If you want happiness for yourself, you must give 
equal measure to others. It is giving, not getting, that counts. ; 

In fact, after all, the greatest happiness that anyone can have is service 
to others. I personally find my greatest happiness in doing things for 
other people. At this Christmas season it is peculiarly appropriate for 
everyone to seek opportunity to give happiness not only by making gifts, 
but by giving service. Scouts can take part as members of Patrols and 
Troops and help the community through the Scout Program. ; 

They and all boys, as individuals, can find opportunities for service to 
others. Do something to add to the happiness of the Scoutmaster and 
others, who while not members of your family, are closely related to you 
in daily life. . 

To every reader of Boys’ Lire and to his parents and friends I wish 4 
Christmas full of happiness and the satisfaction of service to others. 
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Oyster Bay, New York— 


OUR THOUSAND SCOUTS came marching | 


through Oyster Bay a late Saturday in 

October. They had gathered by boat and 

by car and by train, some had traveled about 
two hundred miles, others had hiked through the 
gorgeous autumn day to the mutual gathering place. 
And now they are marching along, row upon row, with 
flags waving, 
bugles sound- 
ing. 

Walking in 
front of them 
leadingtheway, 
was “Uncle 
Dan,” Dan 
Beard, our Na- 
tional Scout 
Commissioner, 
the “grand old 
man” of Ameri- 
can Scouting. 

Yet “Uncle 
Dan” was him- 
self following a 
leader. 

Next to him, invisible to many of the thou- 
sands who had gathered, but apparent to him 
and his Scouts, there walked the shadow of one 
of the greatest leaders America has known, the 
shadow of T. R. 

This year, for the thirteenth 
time, a call was sent out and 
more Scouts than ever answer- 
ed it. They gathered near the 
cemetery in Oyster Bay and 
then filed slowly past the grave 
of the great leader. 

They were boys, boys he 
would have loved had he been 
still alive. 

There was never a man with 
a bigger heart for boys than 
Theodore Roosevelt. He had 
four sons of his own, and his 
greatest joy was sharing his 
spare time with them and their 
many friends. It mattered 
little, whether he was the 
Police Commissioner of New 
York City fighting with his 
“big stick” against crooks and 
for “the other half,” whether 
he was the Governor of New 
York, residing in the executive 
mansion at Albany, or the 
President of the United States, 
living in the White House, he was always his sons’ 
est pal, their truest comrade and the playmate of 
their friends. 

His belief in boys reached out to all the young sons 
of America. I remember still the pride with which he 
accepted the title of Chief Scout Citizen which the Boy 
Scouts of America had the honor of bestowing upon him. 
As the procession solemnly went by the grave, Boy 
outs placed upon it the wreaths they had brought 
as their tribute. Then they gathered around their 
friend, Dan Beard, and listened to his message. 

., te spoke of Theodore Roosevelt, the man, and the 
ideals for which he stands. He inspired them with 

‘ 4.'s example of clean sportsmanship, of a strenuous 
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No. 4, of Trenton, N. J., School for 
the Deaf, has a fine record for 
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life, and he reminded them of the leader’s words—‘“If 


a man must choose between righteousness and peace, I 


choose righteousness!” 
The ceremony was over. 


The mass of Scouts were 


homeward bound, and “Uncle Dan”’ turning with a 
happy smile said: “We shall meet again—next year,” 
and parted with his old friends and helpers, the “‘ Buck- 
skin men,”” among whom were Dr. Joseph E. Root of 
Hartford, Conn., James L. Clark of the Campfire 


The Thirteenth Roosevelt 
Pilgrimage under the lead- 
ership of Daniel Carter 
Beard brought 4,000 Boy 
Scouts {right and below} 
to the grave of Theodore 
Roosevelt 
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Club of America, James O. Coit, William H. Jackson, 
Frederick K. Vreeland, Edward W. Deming, Frank 
E. Davidson, L. C. Ivory, Otto Van Norden, Mar- 
shall McLean, and F. Howard Covey. 
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New RocueE.ie, New York 


Asovr three years ago a photograph appeared 
in Boys’ Lire showing two Scouts being inducted 
into Scouting as members of Troop 10, New Rochelle. 


At that time it gave me 
great pleasure to present 
them with their Tender- 
foot Badges. 

Together they prog- 
ressed in Scouting, step 
by step, until last month 
they stepped in front of 
the Court of Honor of the 
New Rochelle Council to 
receive the Eagle Badges 
which they had won to- 
gether—Howard Milius 
and Bob West. Next to 
them stood two other 
Scouts, Morton Shimm, 
of Troop 3A, and Melvin 
Cohen, of Troop 6, who 


had also reached the highest rank in Scouting. 

The parents of the four were present in the large assembly, 
together with the parents of many other Scouts, who had gath- 
ered to receive the badges of their advancement at the Court, 
presided over by Mr. H. J. Graybill, with Mr. Charles Lane, a 
member of the Board of Education of New Rochelle, in charge 
of the Eagle Badge ceremony. 

The fathers and mothers of the Eagle Scouts were called. 


It was with a sense of pride that I stepped forward with 





Admiral Byrd and Na- 
tional Commodore Gillette 
greeted by Chicago Sea 
Scouts aboard Byrd Ant- 
arctic Ship “City of New 
York” 


Service for others by Cin- 

cinnati Scouts {right} who 

aided Good Will Indus- 
tries Drive 


Four New Eagle Scouts 

{left} Bob West and How- 

ard Milius, Troop 10, with 

Melvin Cohen, Troop 6, 

and Morton Schimm, 

Troop 3-A, New Rochelle, 
N.Y, 


A historical pageant by 

Philadelphia Boy Scouts 

{below} depicts the land- 

ing of William Penn, 250 
years ago 












Mrs. West to pin the 
Silver Eagle on to 
the shirt of our son, 
Bob. Our thoughts 
went back to another 
occasion several years 
ago, when our oldest 


son Arthur, now a student at Cornell, became an 
Eagle Scout. We were sharing the feeling of happi- 
ness with thousands of parents over the country who 
have one or more fine Eagle Scouts in their family. 

How wonderful it is when parents and sons. can 
meet in one common interest—as here, in Scouting. 


Wasuincton, District or CoLuMBIA— 

N YEARS to come, every American boy may 
walk through the National Historic Grove, near 
Washington, and by looking at the trees follow the 
forward march of our country’s history. 

Already here are planted trees from famous 
places; a walnut tree from Mt. Vernon, the home 
of George Washington; one from Ferry Farm, the 
country estate where he played as a boy; one from 
Winchester, the scene of his young manhood. 
One tree has come from the Lee homestead at 
Arlington, another from the home of Francis 
Scott Key, the author of “The Star-Spangled 
Banner”’; one represents Fort Frederick, another 
has been carried from the Battlefield of Gettys- 
burg; while still another came from the home 
at Ridgeland, So. Carolina, of Thomas Hey- 
wood, Jr., one of the signers of the Declaration 
of Independence. 

(Concluded on page 50) 





HIKING WITH 





E SEEM to be getting along to- 
gether in fine shape. I have re- 
ceived lots of letters, and, say—you 
ought to see the pile of meckerchief slides 
which have arrived for our first handicraft 
contest. It certainly looks like a tough 
job to decide the winners. 

So much for that. Now let us see what 
we can do in December. 


HAT about a North Pole hike for your 
Patrol in December? 
Appropriate, isn’t it? With sleds and 
toboggans over the Arctic ice to the top 
of the world, the 90 degree point which has caused 
so much excitement during the ages; where walking 
north you will run headlong into another person 
going north; where in turning around and walking 
away from each other both of you will be going in 
the same direction (south); and where, as far as dates 
are concerned, you can decide for yourself whether 
you want it to be to-day, to-morrow or yesterday and 
be correct about it. Or what about the South Pole, 
where everything is just as topsy-turvy? 

But make it exciting! Make it a race—Byrd (one 
Patrol) and Amundsen (another Patrol) from Spitz- 
bergen to the North Pole (a place marked by your Scout 
master on a map of the country around your town), 
or Amundsen and Scott trying to beat each other to 
the South Pole. That way you may test the old 
saying that “history repeats itself.” If it is correct, 
Byrd should win in the first case, Amundsen in the 
second. 

What, no snow in your territory? What a pity! 
Oh, well, then try for the East Pole and the West 
Pole. I haven’t heard of anyone discovering them yet. 


AVE you ever tried skiing? Man! It’s a 
gr-r-r-and and glo-o-o-rious feeling. What a 
sport for a Patrol hike in the snowy parts of the 
country, and, whee, what speed you can get up when 
you have overcome the beginner’s obstacles! 

You will never forget the first time you “stand on 
ski”—as they say in Scandinavia—and, by the way, 
“ski” should really be pronounced “shee,” if you 
want to be correct. 

You start out timidly gliding the skis over the snow, 
oh, so slowly, carefully using your sticks to push you 
along. Suddenly your skis seem to become alive and 
without any effort or desire on 
your part they slide away from 
under you, throwing you on your 
back into the snow, and _ start 
spinning around in the air like the 
arms of a wind mill. Don’t ex- 
pect any sympathy when this 
happens either. Instead of help- 
ing you, you find your friends 
looking on with fiendish glee. 

“Don’t you know that you are 
supposed to lean forward when 
skiing?” they ask you. 

So you try again, leaning for- 
ward this time with the result 
that you land on your head instead of on your back 
and take twice as long to fight your way out of a 
four-foot snow drift. 

I ought to know—that is what happened to me 
during my first attempt at skiing. But after practis- 
ing for several days, I got my revenge by becoming 
quite proficient. 

Here are a few things you must remember when 
skiing. If you want to play safe, start your training on 
a slightly sloping hill which runs smoothly down to a 
stretch of flat ground. By all means, keep away from 
trees. They seem to have a habit of rushing toward 
you and banging their trunks into your head. Lean 
slightly forward always. Keep one ski a half to one 
foot in front of the other and keep your feet close 
together. Be sure that you “hang on” to the hill. 














This you accomplish by keeping your body in a re- 
laxed upright position with plenty of “give” in the 
hips and knees. And don’t ovcr-use your sticks. 



















GREEN BAR BILL: 


You will have plenty of spills to start with but 
eventually you will become a real skier and a staunch 
follower of the noble sport. 


HAT is a Patrol meeting without a bit of fun? 

After the serious business is over, and everyone 

feels in the mood for some enjoyment, stage a couple 

of indoor Olympic events. The ideas aren’t new, but 
I bet you haven’t tried them at a meeting before. 

“Standing broad jump,” for example. Line up the 
fellows with their heels against the wall. On the 
word “Go” they jump. Not as easy as it sounds. 

An “obstacle race’’ follows immediately after. Give 
each fellow half a dozen crackers. On the “Go!” 
everybody starts eating. The first one 
to whistle is the winner. 

Next follows a “yard dash.” Tie a 
prune in the middle of a string two yards 
long, put the two ends of the string in the 
mouths of two con- 
testants and have 


them “eat” their — 
way toward the od 

middle until finally 

one of them _— 


reaches the “ goal”’ - 
and eats theprune. 

Finish off with a 
“treasure hunt.” 

Get as many saucers as you have contestants. Place 
a button on each saucer, pour a small pile of flour on 
top of it and have each contestant pick up a button 
with his mouth, without using his hands. 

That ought to take care of some of the fun for one 
Patrol meeting. 














AP now, after the Christmas week hike, when 
we have arrived at the Troop cabin and sit before 
the fire with its flickering flames, let us revive one of 
the good old traditions and bring in the Yule Log and 
put it on the hearth with due ceremony. 

You may have heard of how old folks used to burn 
the Yule Log at Christmas time. Often it was a 
piece of dry driftwood found on the beach which 
hes thrown into the fire to give off a glimmering 
ight. 

But here is an even more exciting Yule Log you can 
prepare for yourself. Get hold of a well-seasoned log 
as wide as your fireplace and about 6 inches in dia- 
meter. Bore a number (don’t be skimpy) of holes, 
Y4 inch in diameter, 1 inch to 11% inch deep, in the 
wood and fill them with some of the following chemi- 
cals, one in each, sealing them in with a few drops 
of candle grease. Sodium chloride—ordinary kitchen 
salt—will give a yellow flame, potassium nitrate— 
Chile saltpetre—a purple, and calcium chloride a red. 
Copper sulphate—or even better, copper ammonium 
sulphate—will give off a light blue, 
while barium nitrate offers a green 
and strontium nitrate a brilliant 
crimson. Most of these chemicals 
you can get at a drug store or a 
chemist. About an ounce or so of 
each will do. 

Your Yule Log is ready. What 
a radiance of colors it throws 
around the room as it slowly burns 
to ashes! 





RE you planning to make your 

own Christmas card this 
year? Your Patrol may want to make a lot of them. 
It is easy and lots of fun, so why not try it? 

All you need is a piece of 4% inch (battleship) lino- 
leum, the thin blade of a penknife, a little ordinary 
printer’s ink; better still, a tube of linoleum-cut water 
colors, a small rubber roller, a piece of glass and a 


spoon. 





BOYS’ LIFE 





Trace an appropriate, but simple design—solid 
blacks and solid whites—from some magazine on a 
small piece of transparent paper. Or, if you are some. 
what of an artist, by all means make up your own. 
Then transfer it to the linoleum through a piece of 
carbon paper—remembering to reverse the design, 
ie., tracing it from the back. Now cut the outline 
with your penknife and then remove carefully down to 
half the thickness of the linoleum everything that is to 
appear white. 

When the cutting is finished spread a bit of ink into 
a thin even coating over your glass with your rubber 
roller. Ink the linoleum-cut with the roller, place a 
piece of paper on top of it and rub it down carefully 
with the back of the spoon. Taking hold of the paper 
by one corner, lift it slowly, and there you have the 
first print of your 1932 Christmas card. 

Naturally, Patrol letterheads, book-plates, and a 
lot of other things may be made the same way. 

If you want to know more about this craft send 
me a letter or a post-card and I will be glad to mail 




















you a small booklet on the subject. And, by the way. 
don’t forget to look for the prize announcement 
later on. 


iy you ever notice the old dried weeds which 
show their tops above the snow all winter long’ 

I never did until a couple of years ago. ‘Then tt 
dawned upon me that here was another interesting bi! 
of nature study for the winter hikes of your Troop. 

At first you may not see much in those withered 
stalks, but as you look closer you will find them wel 
worth studying. 

There are plenty to look at and you certainly ought 
to be able to recognize a few of them. What about 
yarrow and goldenrod, for example? Or cat-tail, and 
milk-weed, wild carrot and curled dock, teasel and 
evening primrose? Did you ever think of how they 
look in the winter? Note their shape, but, partict- 
larly notice their seeds. 

By the way, do you know that these ragged weeds 
become fashionable every few years or so? Florists 
then buy them by the carloads, dye them and tur 
them into decorative—and expensive—bouquets for 
big vases in the corner of stately living-rooms, oF by 
the fireplace. : 

You can do the same. Gather an armful of variov® 
weeds and bring them home. Buy a few § 

(Concluded on page 39) 
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HOW TO MAKE A GOURD FIDDLE 


LD SANTA CLAUS is unique, which means 
that he is the only one of his kind. Of 
course, there are lots of saints, whole cal- 
endars full of them, but all of the other 

saints had both mothers and fathers, whereas Santa 
Claus had but one parent and that was Clement 
Moore. 

I am talking about our American Santa Claus: the 
queer jolly little elf who was born with the verse 
known as “The Night Before Christmas.” He is a 
funny old fellow who never had a mother; but he had 
a daddy all right, who put into his soul all the jolly 
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thoughts, all the jolly things, all the jolly 
feelings and all the jolly sentiments of all 
the rest of the world brought together and 
dumped into Uncle Sam’s melting pot— 
dipped out with an American gourd dipper 
and poured into a mold fashioned in Clement 
Moore’s head, I was about to say—but our 
own St. Nicholas, Kriss Kringle or Santa 
Claus was really born in the heart of Mr. 
Moore. In that kindly pulsating heart the 
eight tiny reindeer were also born and the 
sleigh loaded with toys. Bless his memory, 
what a heart! Of course, this heart of 
Moore’s was filled with a love of children 
much the same kind as that of the Master 
who said, “Suffer little children to come 
unto me.” Ever since that far distant 
December 25th, the children do come unto 
Him from all parts of the world. 

Moore did not know it, but he was a great 
preacher and did more good without knowing 
— many people who make a great show 
ol it— 


“‘And likewise come to understand, 
There is no hidden art to it. 

‘Tis not enough to give your hand, 
Unless you add your HEART to it.” 


Like Charles Dickens of England, Clement 
C. Moore of America seems to have ab- 
sorbed the real Christmas spirit and with it 
came the power of telling about it, which 
enabled him to broadcast that spirit to the 
world when he thought he was only talking 
to his own family. 

Now look here, boys! This world brother- 
hood, that you hear talked about, is all 
right; it is Christian, but to be of real worth 
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sincere love of America which is either 
our birthright Fatherland or our adopted 
Fatherland. Our land is richer in ex- 
hilarating folklore, perhaps, than any 
other land in the world, and it is up to 
us to start a revival, a rip-snorting 
whoopee revival of everything that is 
good in American history and every- 
thing that is good in American folklore! 

Gee! boys, I am using high-hat terms. 
You see, half the 
time I must associate and talk with men; 
many of them are pompous Ph.Ds., 
LL.Ds. and all that sort of thing, and if 
I use boy language to them they look 
upon me as a pitiful example of an un- 
educated man; of course, I dislike to be 
thought an ignorant dumbbell and, 
for that reason, I sometimes forget the 
clean, forceful and energetic Anglo- 
Saxon which boys speak. 

What a fellow needs, in order to talk 


Please forgive me. 


to boys, 


Theodore Roosevelt, 


is the strenuous mind of 
the wonderful 


power of expression of Woodrow Wilson, 
and the gentle heart of Clement C. 
If I only possessed that com- 
bination, I could write stuff that would 
bring you up on your toes. I suppose 
I should say on your mistle—toes, be- 
cause this is Christmas we are talking 
about, and no one ever heard of holly- 


Moore. 


toes. 





to us it must be associated with a true and 
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GINCE Clement Moore used a gourd for a dipper, 
we will also use a gourd for a Christmas gift, and 
this year we will make old Santa Claus sit on the 
chimney top, with a “mike” in front of him, while he 
— Christmas carols and plays the tunes on a gourd 
fiddle. 

History tells us that there was an old duffer called 
Nero, who burned the Imperial City of Rome and was 
so exhilarated by the sight of the flames that he gave 
expression to his feelings of joy by playing his fiddle 
and keeping time with his foot to the crackling of the 
fire. Of course, old Nero was a sinner; a man drunk 
with power. In truth, we might say that he was more 
than drunk, that he had power delirium tremens, the 
result of too powerful power for his weak brain to 
stand. 

If we could see the old fiddle that Nero played 
we should probably laugh at it more heartily than 
anyone will at a gourd fiddle; maybe we might not 
know that it was intended to be a fiddle. We are 
certain, however, that it was a funny affair. But, 
when old St. Nicholas plays the fiddle he must play 
a violin made by himself from an American gourd, 
grown in an American garden; not in his garden, be- 
cause you know he lives up at O-Glacier Avenue, 
adjoining Purple Ice Park and the totem in front of his 
house is the North Pole itself. 

According to our best information and belief, there 
are no gourds growing at the North Pole; at least, 
Peary and Dr. Cook did not mention them, so Santa 
Claus must borrow a gourd from us from which to 
fashion his Christmas fiddle on which to play carols 
before a “mike,” so that we may hear them sifting 
down the chimney or stuttering out of our radios. 

I have seen first-rate banjos made of gourds and 
as for bird-houses and that sort of thing, the gourd 
really takes the cake. I have already told you how to 
make these birds-houses, and have also told you how 
to make gourd rattles such as the Indians used in their 
dances. 

It will interest you to know that, from where I 
now stand dictating this article, I can see five gourds 
wired to trees and arbors, each with a hole in it and 
each occupied by a Mr. and Mrs. Wren and their 
family of little ones. 

The first question you are going to ask is, where 
am I going to get the gourd? The answer 
is, if you cannot find one get some gourd 
seeds and plant them next spring so that you 
will have a supply for next year. They will grow 
in your back-yard, your front-yard, in your 
window box, in a box on the roof of your house 
—anywhere where there is soil, sunshine and 
water. The next question, where am I going 
to get the seeds and the answer is, from any 
seed store. But, where can I get the wood to 
make the neck, the bridge and the other parts 
of the fiddle and what kind of wood shall I use? 
Use any kind of wood that you can get hold of; 
a piece of packing box will answer the purpose. 
The next question is, where will I get the fiddle 
strings? Of course, you can make fiddle strings 
by using different size twine well coated with 
rosin, but we will let down the bars this time 
and you can buy your fiddle strings at any music 
store. The last question, can such a fiddle really 
be made? It most certainly can! We made 
them when I was a boy, and what we made then 
you can make now, for, take it all together, 
full and wide, the boy of yesterday and the day 
before is about the same sort of fellow as the 
boy of to-day and to-morrow. 


Cpreces] a gourd which is near the proper 
shape; use what we call a bottle gourd, so 
called because, in the extreme South and in 
Mexico, they are used to contain water, as 
flagons, decanters or water bottles. 

Fig. 1, shows a gourd fiddle; Fig. 2, same 
fiddle partly finished and drawn on the scale 
of inches as shown on the bottom of picture; 
Fig. 3, shows neck of fiddle cut so as to fit the 
gourd (see Fig. 1). I cannot tell you how to cut 
this neck because no two gourds are alike. 
Fig. 4, shows the string board that fits on top 
of the fiddle neck over which the strings run 
to the keys. (E) in Figs. 2, 3 and 5, is a little 
chip of wood placed at the end of the string 
board (A and B) in order to lift the strings so 
that they will not touch (A and B). Fig. 6, 


(Concluded on page 43) 


It Digs the hole 


A nusky looking truck rolls up and 
stops where the telephone construc- 
tion foreman is waiting by the road- 
side. With businesslike precision the 
driver swings his truck and backs 
till the rear wheels are off the road. 
Then you see that the rear of the 
truck is rigged with a steel derrick 
and something else—something that 
looks like a giant auger. As a mat- 
ter of fact that’s exactly what it 
is—an auger with a bit 20 inches 
in diameter! 

“Back a little more—there, that’s 
enough—hold it!” calls the man be- 
hind the truck, and takes hold of the 
two control levers at the left of the 
digger assembly. 

With a whirr of gears the great 
steel bit spins downward, cutting the 
sod cleanly. Up it comes again to 
whirl a bushel or two of dirt out of 
the hole; then steadily down, 
powerfully fighting its way 
through stones and hard subsoil. 


A BELL SYSTEM 


and Sets the pole 


Every few seconds the digger is lifted 
to clear the dirt, but at each fresh 
bite it sinks its shaft a foot or more 
farther into the earth. 

“That'll do!” says the man at the 
controls, watching with a practiced 
eye. He raises the bit and the truck 
moves forward a few feet, leaving a 
clean, round hole, 6 feet deep and 20 
inches across. The whole operation 
has taken two minutes. 

Close by lies a new pole—a fine, 
straight stick of creosoted pine, good 
for 30 years of service. The cable of 
the truck’s derrick is made fast to 
the pole and two men steady it. Its 
butt is lowered neatly into the hole, 
and the loose earth is quickly shoveled 
around it. 

The Bell System has pioneered 
in the development of mechanical 
equipment and this equipment has 

helped to give America a tele- 
phone service high in quality 
and usefulness. 
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EASY w& Roys with something to offer have all the 
: fun. If you want to be popular, have ad- 
miring friends, get an audience wherever you go; 
learn to play a Buescher saxophone. Nothing will 
make you ee ee me | like a Buescher. It will 
win you the best chairin the school band or orch- 
estra. It will “cover your chest” with prize medals. 
Playing a Buescher is a/most as easy as picking 
out a tune, with one finger, on the piano. Many play 
tunes first week, join the bandin 90 days. Your local 
Buescher dealer will be glad to Iet you try any in- 
strument; Saxophone, Clarinet, Trumpet, Trom- 
bone. Or write direct for beautiful catalog. Easy 
terms. See your dealer or send coupon today sure. 
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The Treasured Yitt 


WEBSTER’S 
CHLlLFeEGIAGE 


The Best Abridged Dictionary 


New Fourth Edition—hest because it is based 
upon the “Supreme Authority’? Webster’s New 
International Dictionary. 106,000 entries;. many 
helpful special sections; 1,268 pages; 1,700 
illustrations. . 
New Low Prices—Thin-Paper Edition, Cloth, 
$3.50; Fabrikoid, $5.00; Leather, $7.00. 
Get the Best—Purchase of your bookseller or 
send order and remittance direct to us; or write 
for information. Free specimen pages if you 
mention this paper. 

G. & C. MERRIAM COMPANY 
205 Broadway Springfield, Mass. 
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| CANTA will need a lot of help this year 

“’ to fill his bag, and all Scouts should 
| volunteer to help him load it to its utmost 
| capacity with Good Cheer, Scout Service, 
| and gifts expressing the Spirit of Christmas. 

A most important donation to Santa’s 
Bag will be Community Service. With 
| thousands of men, women, and children in 
| dire need of shelter, clothing and food, it will 
| indeed be a cheerless Christmas Season unless 
| those who are more fortunate come to their 
| assistance, not only with the ordinary necessi- 
| ties of life but extending sympathetic friend- 
ship and fellowship, without which life be- 
| comes indeed a gloomy and dismal existence, 
| robbed of everything that makes it so worth 
while. 

Community Service should be carefully 
planned and executed. Ask your Scout- 
master, your Friend and Counselor, your 
parents, teachers, 
and the pastor of 
your church to co- 
| operate in helping 
| you and other Scouts 
in your neighbor- 
hood to render every 
possible service to 
the relief program of 
your community. 

Collect and gather 
clothing, not only 
from your home but 
from your neigh- 
bors’ homes. Un- 
doubtedly, there is 
an emergency relief 
organization in your 
community through 
which the clothing 
may be distributed. 

Cooperate with this 

local relief organiza- 

| tion, the Red Cross, 

Salvation Army and 

similar institutions. 

Perhaps you may 

help them in carry- 

ing out their plans 

by acting as a mes- 

senger, collecting material, or helping pack 
baskets and boxes for distribution. 

Gather the surplus food products from 
your gardens, farms, and orchards, and pre- 
serve them or turn them over to your relief 
organization to can and have available for 
later use. . 

Also bear in mind the joy and happiness 
created by toys and games. Undoubtedly 
you and your friends and neighbors have 
around your cellars and attics many dis- 
carded toys and games that have been almost 
forgotten, and many of which may be re- 
| stored to newness and usefulness by a careful 
overhauling, tightening of loose parts, and a 
coat of paint or enamel. Collect this material 
and set up a repair shop. You will enjoy 
doing this in the knowledge of the great joy 
your efforts will bring to little children whose 
faith in Santa will be maintained. 

Odds and ends of wood, metal, and leather 
combined with skill and ingenuity along with 
imagination and perspiration oftentimes 
result in attractive and practical gifts of per- 
sonal significance to both giver and receiver. 
Think of all the objects that can be whittled 

from wood with an ordinary jack-knife!— 
| Letter-openers, pin trays, inkstands, fancy 
boxes, brush-holders, bookends, puzzles, 
| the list is almost unlimited. This is true also 
of horns and bones from animals, pieces of 
leather from old boot-tops and harness, and 
scraps of metal from old roofing, tanks and 
tins. The worth of a gift may only be 
measured by the impulse behind it—an in- 
expensive hand-made remembrance often- 
times having greater value in the eyes of the 
recipient than the most expensive present 
purchasable. 

When you and your brother Scouts have 
carried out the above program you will have 
pretty well succeeded in filling Santa’s bag. 
The few remaining odd corners and slack 
spaces may be filled in with Service to Scout- 
ing. 

We wish the privilege of participation in 
Scouting to be extended to every country 
boy and we’re counting on you to act as our 
representative. Invite every boy in your 
neighborhood of Scout age to become a Scout. 
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Filling Santa’s Bag 


If you are a member of a Farm Patrol, or a 
Home Patrol, a Lone Scout Tribe or a Troop, 
invite those who are not members to visit 
your meetings. If you are a Lone Scout tell 
your friends of the fun and benefits of Scout 
membership. Show them the Handbook and 
offer to help them meet the Tenderfoot re- 
quirements. Organize a hike or week-end 
camping trip, and invite your recruits to 
join the party. Show them how to cook a 
Kabob meal without the use of utensils, and 
how to bake bread on a stick. Perhaps you 
will secure enough new members in your com- 
munity to organize a new Patrol or Lone 
Scout Tribe. This would be a dandy Christ- 
mas “good turn” to your friends and to 
Scouting, as well as a source of satisfaction 
to yourself. 
Carry out this program, and you will have 
greatly assisted in the filling of Santa’s bag 
of joy and Christmas 
spirit. 


Gold Honor 
Badge 
Awarded 


HE Gold Honor 
Badge for Wild 
Life Protection has 
just been awarded to 
Lone Scout Kemp B. 
Nye, of Grassy 
Creek, N. C. 
Scout Nye is a 
First Class Lone 
Scout and for the 
past year has been 
working hard for the 
protection of Wild 
Life. He secured the 
promises of twelve 
farmers to post their 
land against all hunt- 
ing and fishing. 
These lands included 
over 500 acres of 
woodland. He also 
assisted the Game 
Warden in posting 
new game laws in his county; he helped fight 
a forest fire on Pine Mountain and assisted 
stocking a stream with 30,000 young fish. 
This work took over a week to complete. 

In addition to the above he helped fence 
the Nigger Mountain Game Preserve and is 
going to assist in stocking it with game from 
the State Game Preserve at Raleigh, N. ©. 
He has also promoted the setting out of 
young trees and has twenty-one bird houses 
and three feeders on his home farm. 

For this service to wild life he has been 
presented the Gold Honor Badge by Dr. W. 
T. Hornaday. This badge was transmitted 
to him by the National Scout Commissioner, 
Daniel Carter Beard. 


Old-Timers Carry On 


ONE SCOUT LEONE W. NORTH, of 

Holt, Michigan, originally became a 
member in 1925 and followed the Scouting 
program of advancement until on June 7, 
1930, when he was finally awarded Eagle 
rank. He has registered every year, even 
though at the present time he teaches in a 
rural school. In addition to this he also 
teaches a Sunday School class and is planning 
to form this class into a Farm Patrol in the 
near future. This record is a fine example of 
the splendid spirit shown by many of our 
old-timer Lone Scouts who are still actively 
engaged in carrying on the program. 

A letter was recently received from another 
old-timer Lone Scout, Shigi Yoshida, who 1s 
now serving as a warranted Scoutmaster of a 
Japanese Troop in Chemainus, B. C. He 
states that he has fourteen boys under his 
leadership and gives full credit to the old 
Lone Scout organization which gave him the 
ambition to serve as a Scout Leader. 

Lone Scout Sidney F. Stewart of Old 
Hickory, Tenn., another old-timer, is serving 
as Lone Scout Chief of the Nashville, Tenn. 
Area Council of Boy Scouts of America, while 
old-timer Lone Scout Gordon Bedford, of 
Esmond, N. D., former Chief of the Beaver 
Tribe, is serving as an Assistant Scoutmaster 
of the Troop which was developed from the 
old Tribe. He has achieved Star rank, and is 
working hard to earn the Eagle badge. 
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FOR ALL BOYS 











HIS section is for all readers of Boys’ 
LIFE, whether they are Scouts or not. 
Any reader who wants information may 
ask as many questions as he likes, only 
since this is a Scouting Section, the ques- 
tions should have some relation, directly 
or indirectly, to Scout activities and to the 
interest of Scouts. 

Be sure to give your name and address 
in your letter when you write me. They 
will not be published if you ask me not to. 

Here are a few of the questions that 
have come to me recently. 

—DAN BEARD. 


Darken the Cane 


I caned the seat of a chair which also has a 
cane back, and the color of the new cane is 
much lighter than that of the back. What could 
1 do to darken the new cane? Would a walnut 
varnish stain cause the cane to crack?—A. S. 
CADWALLADER. 

Walnut varnish stain will darken the new 
cane, but will not make it crack. 


Prints of Leaves 


1. Where can I get blueprint paper to make 
prints of leaves, etc.? 

2. What is the approximate cost? 

3. If there are any books about the subject, 
what are some of the names?—Scovut Joun 
LipPKE. 

1. At any store where artist’s materials are 
sold. 

2. About 50 cents a yard. 

3. The Service Library pamphlet “ Nature 
Collections” —Supply Service, 40 cents. 


Cabin Boy 

May First Class Scouts make application 
for the Cabin Boy Badge?—Scovut Jack Le 
Cato. 

Any registered Scout or Scout Official may 
become a Cabin Boy by taking the Sea 
Promise and meeting the requirements. See 
Handbook for Boys or Sea Scout Manual. 


A Badge to Show What You Are 

I should like to know if there is an official 
Scout pin or badge that members of a drum 
and bugle corps may wear, as we have a large 
group of boys and we would like to have some 
means of identifying those who belong to the 
Drum and Bugle Corps——Norman BiLpeEr- 
BACH. 

Wear the Musician’s badge, not the Merit 
Badge, but the metal badge illustrated on 
page 384 of the Handbook for Boys. This 
is the official insignia for Troop musical corps. 


Don’t Rush, But Don’t Dawdle 


1. How long does it usually take a boy to 
become an Eagle Scout from the time he joins 
and how long for First Class? 

2. How many Eagle Scouts are there in the 
United States?—Scout CHARLES SCHEER. 

1. One year three months is the minimum 
time for a boy to become an Eagle Scout. 
Circumstances may make it hard for a boy 
to advance rapidly—school work, home du- 
ties, business. This time should be regarded 
literally as a minimum. Do your work 
thoroughly, that’s what counts. Three 
months is a minimum for First Class. 

2. 54,411 on December 31, 1931. 


Skinning a Skunk 

1. How can I skin a skunk so as to avoid 
the scent sacks? 

2. Must I wear gloves to keep the scent from 
my hands?—K aru CoENHOVEN. 

_1. With a sharp, thin bladed knife, cut in- 
cision from heel of left hind foot straight 
across vent to heel of right foot. Work the 
skin from the hind legs and the fleshy base of 
the tail until the muscular scent glands are 
explosed below the tail. Carefully cut around 
the scent glands—but do not squeeze them! 
January’s number of Boys’ Lire will contain 
full detail. 

2. Cover your hands with vaseline or oil 
to fill up the pores of the skin; when pro- 
tective coating is removed from hands, the 
odor goes with it. 


Walking in Circles 


When I am in the woods I have a tendency 
unconsciously to walk in a circle. I wish you 
would tell me how to stop doing this.—Scout 
Hiram Wriurams. 


Note path of sun from east to west. Line 


yourself by prominent marks; note the direc- 
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tion of the wind; develop the habit of noting 
and remembering striking objects on the trail 
as well as minor things, BUT CARRY A 
POCKET COMPASS TO KEEP YOUR 
DIRECTION. 


Farm Badges and Roasting Chicken 
in a Bean Hole 

1. If a city Scout (population of town is 
13,000) judges that he can pass the require- 
ments for Soil Management, Farm Layout, 
Farm Home and Its Planning and Animal 
Industry, is it advisable to do so? 

2. I have been informed that the first require- 
ment of the Botany Merit Badge is the only re- 
quirement that a Scout has to pass to secure the 
Botany Merit Badge. Is this true? 

3. What method is followed to roast a chicken 
in a hole in the ground using the hot embers of 
burnt wood and mud?—Scovut Lester J. 
HeEtss. 

1. There is no reason why a city boy 
should not pass the test, provided he goes to a 
farm for a long enough period to meet the re- 
quirements. 

2. No. You must pass all the require- 
ments for Botany in order to qualify. 

3. Roll the chicken, feathers and all in a 
ball of clean clay; cook in embers until clay 
is hard. Feathers will come off with the clay. 

Or dig a trench one foot deep and line it 
with stones; build a fire of dry sticks and keep 
it burning until the stones are hot. Roll bird 
in green sassafrass or maple leaves and hold 
them in place with a clean wet cloth. Place 
it in pit on hot embers, cover with hot ashes, 
top with loose soil. 


Five Only 

1. Is it possible for a Second Class Scout to 
get more than five Merit Badges before becoming 
First Class? 

2. Is it possible for a Second Class Scout to 
get more than 2 Merit Badges at a Local Court 
of Honor? 

3. Is it possible to get other than the allotted 
five out of 40 Merit Badges for Second Class 
Scouts?—Scout Davin Marsu. 

4 1. Yes, but you may have credit for only 
ve. 

2. This, your Court of Honor must decide. 

3. No! You may have credit only for 
those listed. I would not advise you even 
to try the others. Work on your require- 
ments so as to advance to First Class rank. 


Axe Throwing 

I would like to obtain a book or a description 
of knife throwing—Scout Lioyp Soutuorr. 

Take up axe throwing instead. It is 
huskier sport and typically American. Knife 
throwing is a vaudeville stunt. I introduced 
the belt axe and axe throwing into Scouting 
and gave full description in Chapter XLV in 
the Boy Pioneers, published by Charles 
Scribner’s Sons, New York City, also in back 
numbers of Boys’ Lire. 


Your Own Patrol Flag 


1. Can a Patrol be given any other name be- 
sides the ones mentioned in the Handbook? 

2. Where can I get a Patrol Flag?—Scout 
F. BrrKeELBacu. 

1. Certainly. A Patrol can adopt any name. 

2. Why not make up your own Patrol 
Flag of a piece of cotton material 12 x 19 
inches, cut it triangular and use pieces of 
tape to fasten the flag to the staff. 


Collecting Stamps 

Will you please tell me how to start stamp 
collecting; what to do, buy, etc.2—Scout NEL- 
sON COLLIGAN. 

Read the advertisements in Boys’ Lirr; 
some dealers offer free stamps. You may get 
others by trading or from old letters. Have 
friends save them for you. It is fun to start 
a collection. Study the catalogues, read 
books at the public library and learn some- 
thing about the subject. There is a Merit 
Badge pamphlet that will help you. 


Shoes for Hikes 


Are moccasins hard on the arches of the feet? 
—Scout ApRIAN PALMERSON. 

No, but weak arches need artificial sup- 
port. If you are going on a hike or walking 
any long distance, leather shoes with strong 
soles are recommended as giving much better 
support to the weak arches. Indians were 
not flatfooted and they never wore shoes. 
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DB famous (Medical Conter in New York City 


N peace-time as well as in war-time a 
hospital is a fortress of health. 


Our fine, modern hospitals are the richest 
storehouses in the world of medical knowledge 
and skill. They are health centers which guard 
the people of their communities. 


While your hospital is nursing the sick and the 
injured, its laboratories are finding new ways 
to protect your health. As a result of medical 
research in hospitals, many diseases are dis- 
appearing. 

Modern surgery, aided by skilful nursing in 
hospitals, restores to health tens of thousands 
each year. 


In the past, people generally have thought of 
hospitals merely as the best places to which 
they could go in case of accident or when an 
operation was unavoidable. Today people are 
rapidly beginning to realize that the hospital 
is the best place in which to be in event of 
any serious illness. 


No home, no matter how comfortable, is so well 
equipped to furnish the many forms of service 
—any one of which may be needed instantly and 
imperatively—as a properly conducted hospital. 


People unfamiliar with the wide scope of hospi- 
tal work think only of the patients in hospital 
beds. One great hospital in New York City treats 
in its clinics an average of 1400 visiting patients 
each day. The hospital of the future will play 
an even greater part in caring for the health of 
the people. It will be a medical center which 
radiates health protection. 


National, State and County hospitals are sup- 
ported by taxation. A few private hospitals and 
sanatoria are on a self-supporting basis. But the 
great majority of private hospitals are dependent 
upon endowments and sustaining contributions 
for bare necessities— proper equipment and 
needed surgical, medical and nursing staffs. 


Appreciate Your Local Hospital. 





of Health 
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Christmas! 


“MND WHAT A SAX. It’s my biggest 
thrill since I used to believe in 
Santa Claus. 

“Now I can join the school band and 
get in on all their good times. I can 
almost hear the cheers as we come 
marching on the field.” 

Every live boy wants to play in the 
band. And parents are glad to help such 
dreams come true. That’s why so many 
boys will get their big chance with a 
new Conn this Christmas. 


EASY TO PLAY 


It’s not too late to remind Dad and Mother. 
And be sure to tell them you want a genuine 
Conn, choice of the world’s greatest artists. 
Saxophone, trumpet, cornet, trombone—no 
matter what instrument you prefer—choose a 
Conn for quicker progress and greater success. 

Conns are easier to play. More brilliant 
and beautiful in tone. Many exclusive features 
developed from more than 50 years’ experi- 
ence by the world’s largest band instrument 
manufacturer. Yet they cost no more than 
other so-called standard makes. 


SENSATIONAL NEW MODELS 


The new Connqueror models—now on display at lead- 
ing music stores— offer the most revolutionary improve- 
ments in years. Stepped upin style and performance as 
radically as are the newest motor Car sensations, 

Be sure to see these wonderful new instruments. 
Home trial— Easy payments if desired. Or write for 
FREE booklet on whichever instrument interests you 
most. Mention instrument. 

Cc. G. CONN, L&d., 1207 Conn Building 
ELKHART, INDIANA 


IF CONN IS NOT ON THE INSTRUMENT 
iT 1S NOT A GENUINE CONN 


NN CON N 


BAND INSTRUMENTS 





The Turning Point 


(Continued from page 11) 


thrilled as he swung the Stinson out over the 
angry sea and pointed its nose for the 
stranded vessel. 

As they neared the storm-lashed wreck, 
the reporter turned and shouted to the 
photographer, pointing ahead. The man at- 
tempted to get to his feet, then fell as the 
plane bounded in the swirling air currents. 
Clinging tightly to the seats, he scrambled 
forward. As he saw the wreck his sickness 
seemed to pass. He reached for his camera, 
and forgetting everything, sickness, storm 
and plane, he eagerly waited for Chet to place 
him in position to secure such photographs 
as the light would allow. 

As the plane roared by, the survivors 
frantically waved their arms and seemed to 
take on new courage. Chet circled the wreck 
time and again, and each time that he did so 
he grew less heedful of their own danger. 

There below were some hundreds of help- 
less people. in sight of land and safety, 
hardly more than a quarter of a mile away, 
and yet those on shore were powerless to aid 
them. As Chet fought the plunging plane 
and circled, a mad and daring plan evolved 
in his mind. 

Grimly setting his jaw, he headed for shore 
and then in the direction of the field the re- 
porter had mentioned. His mind was made 
up. He would carry out his plan. 

Aided by the wind, they covered five miles 
and found the field in less than three minutes. 
Soon it lay before them, a small meadow sur- 
rounded with high trees. Chet understood 
why no plane as large as the Stinson had ever 
landed there. The field was pitifully in- 
oe But to carry out his plan, he must 
and. 

He turned and motioned to the newspaper- 
men to strap themselves in their seats. Then 
he pointed down and signalled that they 
were going to land. The reporter started to 
protest, but Chet turned away and concen- 
trated on the landing before him. 


HE wheels hit the ground with a solid 

shock and the plane bounded back into 
the air. Then it returned once more to the 
ground and rolled rapidly forward. Trees 
appeared in front of them and approached 
with alarming rapidity. Trusting to luck 
that the wheels and undercarriage would 
withstand the terrific strain, Chet kicked on 
full rudder and ground looped to the left. 
The wings barely grazed the trees and the 
plane rolled to a stop. 

The moment it ceased rolling, Chet turned 
around to the others and in a sharp impera- 
tive voice ordered them to get out as quickly 
as possible. 

The reporter started an angry protest. 
**What’s the idea of landing here?”’ he asked. 
“Morton told me to get back as soon as 
possible and. . . .” 

‘Listen to me,” curtly interrupted Chet. 
“You and your story are going to wait. There 
are people in danger out there on the wreck. 
They are more important than your story, or 
your whole newspaper. I’ve got a crazy idea 
that maybe I can get help out there to them 
before it’s too late. If you or Morton don’t 
like it, that’s my hard luck. I’m going to 
take a long chance, that may mean losing a 
lot more than a contract with your paper. 
Don’t argue with me. Get out of here, and 
get out quick.” He turned to Jimmie and 
started to outline his plan in curt sentences. 
It made Jimmie gasp. 

“Listen, Jimmie,’ Chet began. “That 
boat’s so far from the beach the coast guards 
can’t shoot a line out to her. Their Lyle 
gun won't reach that far. I'm going to get a 
line out there. Take every seat but mine out 
of the cabin and rip off the door. I’m going 
to go over to that road and stop the first car 
that comes along. There must be some place 
near here where I can buy rope. There are 
plenty of boatyards near this place. We'll coil 
the rope in the cabin and drop one end of it to 
the men on the beach. Then we'll let it pay 
out as we fly out to the boat. You can tie 
your tool kit to the end we drop. It'll help 
anchor it. Get things set. I’m on my way.” 

He jumped out of the cabin and ran over 
to the road. A car was just pulling up, the 
people having been attracted there by the 
descent of the plane. Hastily explaining his 
need to the man driving the car, Chet asked 
him to help. The driver knew of a store that 
stocked all sorts of rope in a nearby village. 


(THEY routed out the store-keeper and 
loaded the car with coil after coil of rope, 
then started back for the field. By the time 


they pulled up beside the plane, Jimmie had 
the seats out and the door off. The news- 
papermen were helping. 

Chet told them to get the coils of rope out 
of the car and bring them to the plane. 
Then he climbed into the cabin and began 
carefully coiling the rope as the reporter 
passed it in to him. Everything depended 
on the proper coiling of the rope. If it be- 
came tangled it would tear apart the body 
and wreck the plane. The greatest of care 
was necessary in tying together the ends of 
the coils so that the knots would neither slip 
nor foul. Finally Chet had the rope all 
stowed in the cabin. It lay in a huge coil, 
reaching from the floor to well above the sills 
of the windows, half filling the cabin. There 
was more than two thousand feet of rope 
in that one great coil. The vessel lay about 
fifteen hundred feet from shore. With luck, 
the rope would reach from the shore to the 
boat, even if the wind blew it out of a direct 
line. 

As Chet busied himself attaching Jimmie’s 
tool kit to the end of the rope he ordered the 
reporter to write several notes to the men 
on the beach and boat, bidding them to 
stand by and catch the rope when he dropped 
it. He was afraid that it might drag after 
the plane and into the water out of reach. 
By dropping the notes to the men, they 
would be on the alert and catch it. As fast 
as the reporter finished the notes, Chet took 
them and wrapped them around tools from 
the kit. Then he placed them in the map 
case beside the seat. At last all was ready 
and Jimmie, after starting the motor, climbed 
in over the rope to take his place beside Chet. 
The newspapermen wished them good luck 
and they started down the field. 

The problem of getting the heavily loaded 
plane out of such a small field was a serious 
one. Chet needed every inch of room for 
the plane to gather enough speed to climb 
over the trees. He turned at the very edge of 
the field and opened the motor full out. 

It seemed as if the plane would never 
leave the ground. Finally it struck a hum- 
mock and bounded into the air. It wavered 
for a moment and then slowly settled nearly 
to the ground. Chet eased the nose down 
and skimming the ground charged in at the 
trees. Just as they seemed on the point of 
crashing into them he pulled back on the 
stick and shot upwards. The right wing-tip 
brushed through the top of one of the trees, 
and for an instant Chet thought they were 
going to crash. The ship staggered from the 
impact. Then, vibrating in every wire, she 
broke clear and they headed for the wreck. 

Arriving over the beach, Chet flew low and 
dove at the coast guards who were gathered 
around the remains of a surf boat. He 
waved his arm to gain their attention and 
dropped the first of his notes. He saw it 
strike but a short distance from the group 
and one of them ran over to get it. Chet 
shot a hasty glance out to sea. The wreck 
was barely discernible through the rain, but 
it was still intact. The pounding of the 
waves had so far failed to break it. He swung 
the plane inland again and flew back over the 
beach. 

As he came in low over the coast guards, 
they waved their arms and spread out along 
the strip of beach to catch the rope. They 
had grasped his plan. With a final wave of 
his arm to those below, Chet shot the Stinson 
out towards the scene of the wreck. Flying 
low and waving to those on it, he dropped 
another note. But as he dropped it a gust 
of wind tossed the plane on its side and the 
note fell into the sea. Grimly fighting the 
lurching plane, Chet again swung in over the 
boat. 


THs time he saw the third note, still 
wrapped around a wrench, strike the deck 
only to be swept overboard before the out- 
stretched hand of a sailor could catch it. 
There was but one note remaining in the 
map case. He must be sure that this reached 
its destination. If those on the boat were not 
prompt in getting to the rope when it fell 
across the decks, it would be swept over- 
board by the waves. 

Once again Chet dove on the boat, and 
this time he saw the falling note safely 
snatched from the deck by one of the crew. 
Satisfied, he returned to the shore and 
swung into position to drop the weighted end 
of the line. 

Jimmie stood by the door with the tool kit 
in his hands, his feet braced against the walls 
of the cabin. He watched Chet intently, 


When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 


BOYS’ LIFE 


For a Boy’s 


Christmas 
and Prized 
Above Everything 











IVER JOHNSON 
{14 44 45 


AMERICA’S FINEST 


Easier and smoother running 
than any other—stronger and 
safer and will last years after 
cheaply made bicycles are junked. 


These are the reasons 


The greater strength and safety of Iver 
Johnson Bicycles come from the use of 
drop forgings instead of metal stampings 
for all vital parts and high carbon seam- 
less tubing in place of cheaper grades. 


Their smoother, easier running qualities 
are made possible by combining the finest 
of materials, expert workmanship and 
master designing—and are they hand- 
some?—Boy! 

And remember—only an Iver Johnson 
can give you such superior service. 


Send for illustrated colored folder 4-B, showing Many 
Models, Sizes and Color Combinations. Will ship 
direct from factory if no dealer is handy. 


IVER JOHNSON’S ARMS & CYCLE WORKS 
19 River St., Fitchburg, Mass. 


New York, 151 Chambers St. 
Chicago, 108 W. Lake St. 








San Francisco, 731 Market St. 


Iver Johnson Quality 
Is Economy 
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t 
BOYS, HERE IS FUN! 
The Only Electric Aeroplane 
That Flies and Does Stunts ; 
Just move the switch and your Rittenhouse Electric 
Aeroplane warms up—starts to taxi slowly—gathers 
speed—takes off—then whirls around the air-port in 2 
5-foot circle, just like U. S. Mail planes. Shut off the 
current and the propeller dies, the plane circles slow'y 
towards the hangar and makes a perfect 3-point land 
ing. You can keep this up for hours. 
Plane has 10-inch wing-spread; hangar 121 x 10 
inches, and 6 inches high; both painted in brilliant 
colors, Simple to set up. Plug cord into any light 
socket, and you are all set. Price $10 postpaid, or 
have your toy store order it for you. Mail coupon 
below and we'll send a folder that tells Dad why be 
should buy it for you. 


A. E. Rittenhouse Co., Inc., Dept. 62, Honeoye Falls, N.Y. (Est. 1910) 
Of course I want to learn more about the Rittenhous 
Electric Air Toys. Send me full particulars by return mau. 
Name. 

Street or R. F. D. No. 
City 
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A Fascinating Xmas Gift for $1.00 
Make Your Own Rubber Articles 


It’s great fun to make things from liquid rubber. 
With the Junior Rubber Shop you can set up a 


laboratory in your home. Forms are provided for 
making balloons of different shapes and colors. 
From wood you can whittle forms for making 
animals, finger cots, patches for your football, etc. 
You can waterproof cloth and make an infinite 
number of other things. Forms can even be pur- 
chased for making rubber gloves. 

Enough liquid rubber is provided in the No. 1 size 
to make 400 balloons. Sell these balloons at a penny 
each to your friends and pay for your outfit. You 
may wish to start with our popular new $1 model 
oo. It makes a fascinating Xmas gift. 


Price of Models 


No. 00—$1; No. 1—$2.50; No. 2—$5. 
1$1.50, $3, $6, on Pacific Coast.} 


All parcel post prepaid. Send order today, cash, 
check or money order to— 


JUNIOR RUBBER SHOP CO. 
Box 213. Akron, Ohio 


MAIL COUPON 


for “Home Magnet’ 








genuime , 


Junior Playmate 
for only $4.75* 


The fellows and girls in your gang will 
have nothing on when they see a 
Brunswick J unior Playmate billiard table 
among your Christmas gifts. Just watch 
them troop over to your house to play 
billiards! And just see the fun and frolic 
that spin around a Brunswick! 

It’s a great game—billiards! A game 
that can be played in all kinds of weather 
and every day in the year. You don’t have 
to wait for the rain to stop, or the snow to 
come. Just pick upacue any time andstart 
shooting. . with Dad, orsister, or the boys. 
You'll be surprised how easily you'll learn to 
play and how proud you’!l be when you win! 
b No other indoor sport compares with billiards for 
santhy exercise and a real thrill! And no other 
ad table compares with a Brunswick Junior 

aymate for lasting service and quality at a com- 
paratively low price, 

Tell Dad and Mother how much you want a Bruns- 
wick, Take them down to the nearest dealer and look 
pr the Brunswick Junior Playmates on display, When 
litte learn they can buy one fully equipped for as 
fi tle as $4.75* you may be pretty sure they'll get it 
an, . There are some higher priced models too— 
r; the way up to $75.* Mail the coupon below for a 
ree copy of our “‘Home Magnet”’—which illustrates 
and describes fully all models, 

* Prices slightly higher in West and Southwest 
— ee 


a RE MeO a NS Rm 

THE BRUNSWICK-BALKE-COLLENDER CO. Dept. O-3 
23-633 South Wabash Ave., Chicago, Illinois 

a ntlemen: Without obligating me, please send 

Petr Home Magnet,” a booklet giving descrip- 

T 8, sizes and prices on Brunswick Home Billiard 


bes, es, and name and address of Brunswick dealer 
earest me, 


Name 








waiting for the signal to drop the kit and 
spring aside before the rushing line could en- 
tangle his feet and drag him out of the ship 
to his death. 

Drawing on every bit of his flying ability 
and battling the fury of the wind with all his 
skill, Chet brought the Stinson as low and 
slowly over the beach as he could. As they 
reached its edge he signalled Jimmie to drop 
the line. Jimmie threw out the tool kit, 
with the end of the rope tied around it, and 
made a frantic leap forward beside Chet. 
The rope shot out of the cabin at a terrific 
rate and the coils Jashed the cabin walls as 
they were snapped through the doorway. 
Chet fought the wildly plunging plane des- 
perately. The drag of the rope was an added 
handicap to the already overloaded engine, 
but although the rain was running off it in 
streams, it continued its steady drone and 
pulled them along. 

Jimmie looked back at the beach. Several 
coast guards were already hanging on to the 
rope and others were running to help them. 
Turning, he shouted the news to Chet, who 
only nodded and grimly continued his flight 
to hold the ship on her course. 

They had reached a point nearly half way 
to the wreck when the thing Chet had 
most feared happened. The rope, whipping 
around the door frame, had worn a deep 
groove in the wood. A knot jammed in the 
groove; the whole plane was jerked vio- 
lently. Then the entire side of the door 
frame tore out, ripping the fabric far down 
one side of the fuselage and leaving it flapping 
in the wind. But the damage had been done. 
The plane staggered, and as a vicious squall 
struck, it dropped towards the seething fury 
of the waves beneath. Chet worked his con- 
trols frantically to avert disaster. Just as the 
plane appeared about to strike the boiling 
seas, it was lashed by another burst of wind. 
But this time the elements seemed to relent, 
for the gust picked the Stinson up as if it 
had been a plaything and threw it high into 
the air. In the added seconds of grace Chet 
succeeded in regaining control of the flounder- 
ing plane. 

The wreck lay just ahead. As in a dream 
Chet saw it pass below him, and felt the plane 
spring forward once more. It was free from 
the drag of the rope! Turning the battered 
Stinson and circling the wreck Chet let out 
a wild yell of triumph. The rope lay across 
the wreck and sailors were rushing to grasp 
it. Inside of half a minute they had it made 
fast. Their rescue was now certain. All that 
remained to be done was to draw aboard a 
heavier line from the shore and rig a breeches 
buoy. Then the transfer of the passengers 
to the shore could begin. 

Suddenly Chet felt tremendously tired. 
He was loudly conscious of the terrific bangs 
Jimmie was giving his back. He headed the 
plane back for shore. 

He was nearly in sight of his field when 
there’was a sudden spluttering of the motor. 
Then it quit entirely. 

Chet scanned the ground below for a pos- 
sible landing place, but found none Their 
only chance lay in getting down on the beach, 
and that was a slim one for the wind whipped 
across it with terrific force and they were 
certain to be overturned as they landed. 
Shouting to Jimmie to hold tight, he dove 
down over the beach and leveled off. There 
was a tremendous jar, followed by the crash 
of shattering glass and rending wood. 

When Chet opened his eyes, he gazed 
around at unfamiliar surroundings. Every- 
thing in the room was white; walls and ceil- 
ing as well as furniture. Then he remem- 
bered. He had crashed. As he moved, a 
nurse appeared at his side and told him to 
lie quiet. He asked for Jimmie; was he hurt 
badly? In answer to his request, the nurse 
called and Jimmie, a broad bandage around 
his head, strode into the room. 

He came over to Chet’s bed and extended 
his hand. He was grinning from ear to ear. 
“It’s mighty good to see you, Chet. Hurry 
up and get out of that bed as soon as you can. 
Man, we've got an awful lot to do.” 

‘I guess we have, Jimmie,” Chet answered. 
But I won't know what we'll do it with. We 
failed to get back with the pictures for 
Morton and the contract's lost. Besides, the 
plane’s washed out. Guess we'll be looking 
for a job.” 

“Chet!” chuckled Jimmie. “You don’t 
know half of it. Listen! The reporter went 
over to the beach and saw the whole flight. 
He ’phoned in the story and scooped every 
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Boy, look at those realistic operating models built with Erector 








350 ACTION TOYS IN 


Hello Boys, 350 Christmas gifts in one. 
Tell your dad you want Erector. A gal- 
axy of exciting sets, $1 and up. Send 
for the big Erector catalog and pick out 
the one you want. Mail coupon today. 
Greatest values in the history of Erector. 
A big thrill for every day in the year! 


AMG 





paper in the town. Morton’s as pleased as 
can be. He says the contract’s waiting for | 
you to sign and The News is repairing the 
Stinson for us!” 

Chet lay back in bed and smiled. Things | 





weren't so bad at that. | 
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THE A. C. GILBERT CO. 
325 Erector Square, New Haven, Conn. 
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“Bring "Em 


Back a 


Alive’? 


FRANK BUCK 


Hair raising thrills from Malay 
jungles. Frank Buck himself ia 
blood curdling adventure dra- 
mas showing how man-eaters 
are captured alive. 

SUNDAYS 5:45 P.M. E.S.T 
WEAF NETWORK 


See Local Program Listing 


Send me the big colored Erector “‘Look-Em-Over Book,” Free. 
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Electric Trains for as little as $5.95. These 
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IMPORTANT. There is more to Lionel Electric Trains than their beauty 

and realistic details. Lionel Trains are marvels of mechanical and electrical 

efficiency. Lionel Super Motors, by actual tests, are far superior to any other 

motors of similar size and purpose. They operate quietly, smoothly and coolly 
u 


nder strenuous service, 





than toys. Actually, a Lionel Model Railroad system is not only great fun 
to plan, build and run but its construction and operation helps you develop skill 
with your hands and your brain—and, above ah the ability to think things out 
for yourself—an invaluable aid to happiness and success in life. 
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“Every railroad man has a warm spot for Lionel 
Electric Trains because they are true replicas of 
the real trains. They are not only beautiful but 
mechanically and electrically perfect. I feel I 
have all the more reason to be proud of them, 


railroad men say about 


LIONEL Gket.ic TRAINS 


***What railroad trains do I buy for my 
boys?’ — Lionel Trains! Why? Because 
they are true to life, mechanically perfect, 
long-lasting, copies of the great engines 
and cars on our railroad. I teach my 
grandsons railroading with Lionel equip- 
ment. They learn the principles of railroad 
operation—the switching and movement 
* 3 trains. They learn something of me- 
chanics, something of electricity, and they 
have a world of fun besides. Lionel trains 
are the only trains I would select.” 
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Engineer “20th Century” New York Central R. R, 
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having seen the Lionel replica of the ‘Olympian’, 
which is the ‘crack’ train of the Chicago, Mil- 
waukee, St. Paul & Pacific, and which I drive 


Cea bona 


daily.” 


Chicago, Milwaukee, St. Paul 
& Pacific R. R. 


Get this big, gorgeously illustrated book, if 
you want to know the real fun of model rail- 
roading—the most fascinating hobby any 
man or boy can have. This new Planning 
Book tells you (1) how to plan and lay out 
your railroad system and (2) what to get to 
make it true-to-life to the last detail. It 
shows you how to build a dozen different 
track layouts—including switches, crossings, 
tunnels, bridges, signal towers, telegraph 
lines—in fact, everything you need to have a 
real model railroad operating system. It 
shows how you can start with a few feet of 
single track, a sturdy, lifetime Lionel loco- 
motive and several cars—costing as little as 
$5.95 a train—and then. gradually add to 
your equipment until you have a great four- 
track system with batteries of powerful 
locomotives hauling great sections of freight 
cars, coal cars, oil cars, gondolas and ca- 


Clip coupon—read directions carefully 


booses. There is even a wrecking train with 
special derrick and floodlight cars. Pullmans, 
Diners, Observation and Mail cars are de- 
scribed and pictured in full colors; as are 
also faithful models of famous locomotives 
and crack passenger trains. 


WARNING: Don’t fail to get this book at 
once. Last year thousands were disappointed 
because they waited too long. Clip the cou- 
pon below now and take it at once to the 
nearest department store, hardware, elec- 
trical, toy or sporting goods store displaying 
Lionel Electric Trains. There you can get a 
copy of this Railroad Planning Book ABSO- 
LUTELY FREE. NOTE: Ifitis not easy for you to 
call at a Lionel dealer’s store—mail the 
coupon below direct to the Lionel Corpora- 
tion and we will send you this expensive 
book if you enclose 10¢ to cover handling 
and mailing costs. 


NOTICE TO ALL AUTHORIZED LIONEL DEALERS. The bearer 
of this coupon is entitled to receive, absolutely free, one copy only 


of the new 1932 Lionel Model Railroad Planning Book. 


NOTICE TO THE PUBLIC. If your dealer cannot supply you with a 
Lionel Railroad Planning Book, or if it is not easy to go to his store, 


mail this coupon to the Lionel Corporation, Dept. 16, 15 E. 26th St., 


New York City. We will send you this expensive book if you enclose 
10¢ (stamps) (coin) to cover handling and mailing costs. 
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*‘Boys often come to me at the different railroad 
stations along the line and ask me questions 
about my engine, and about railroads. I find that 
most of them have Lionel trains—and that these 
fine model electric railroads have taught them a 
great deal about railroad operation. Lionel rail- 
roads are best for every boy, because there is no 
make-believe about dom. They are like real 
railroads in everything but size. I like their 
strength—their speed and their beautiful colors.” 


LE kectchall- 


Engineer *“*Pennsylvania Limited” 


Pennsylvania R. 


NEW 52 page Lionel railroad planning book 
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Ready in time for Christmas... 
New Official 
BOY SCOUT BROWNIE 


Takes 
Marvelous 


Snapshots... 


OW would you like 

this for Christmas? A 
special new Eastman box 
camera—the Boy Scout 
Brownie. 

Boy Scout Brownie is 
the neatest, most compact 
little box camera you can 
imagine. And there’s a 
specially designed etched 
plate on the front, bearing 
the official Scout emblem. 

The camera itself is in 
the regulation olive drab 
shade. It’s easy to use... 
gets marvelous pictures 
(21%4 x 344 inches) right 
from the start...and the 
price is only $2. Take Dad 
to see it at your Kodak 
dealer’s. Eastman Kodak 
Co., Rochester, N. Y. 








Give Dad a hint to give you the 
Scout’s most acceptable present—the 


ELGIN OFFICIA 


END Dad’s worries on what to get you for 
Christmas by suggesting that you'd like the 
Elgin Official Boy Scout Watch. Tell him it 
will keep you on time for school and chores. 

Because of absolute accuracy, aviators and 
engineers wear Elgin Watches. Look around 
and find a jeweler who carries the new Elgin 
Official Boy Scout Watch. Tell Dad and 
Mother. Tell them it is sanctioned by the 
Boy Scouts of America as their only official 
timepiece. 


BOY SCOUT 
WATCH 








q | N OFFICIAL BOY SCOUT WATCH | 
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$17.75 guaranteed Elgin 
movement and special 
aviator dial, radium 
painted for visibility 
night and day. 


| tide as it swept by the anchored boat. 
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The Fraction 


(Concluded from page 17) 


tensed with anger. A tremor shook him from 
head to foot. 

“You can’t do that!”’ he exclaimed. 

“Oh, can’t I?” Trapp snorted. 

““No, you can’t. Your claim will be over 
the twenty-acre limit set by the government. 
T’'ll stake a fraction off of it.” He shook his 


fist in the man’s face, but Trapp only 


grinned. 

“Sure! The law gives you that right, only 
I was smart enough to draw in my side lines 
so that I’m still under the limit.” The claim 
owner continued writing. ‘“‘And I take in 
every stick of that dry timber, so laugh 
that off.” 

Jimmy turned on his heel and went back 
to his tent. Inwardly, he boiled with im- 
potent wrath. Just because he had resented 
being robbed in the black-sand deal and as a 
consequence had licked Trapp, he was now a 
victim of the man’s petty vengeance. He 
blistered under the unfairness of it. Trapp’s 
heavy footsteps passed on the way back 
down the creek. 

For almost an hour Jimmy sat there, 
thinking, pondering, playing with all sorts of 
wild schemes—and then came one that was 
not so wild. He jumped to his feet and 
trotted down the trail. He passed Trapp’s 
workings and continued on down to the trad- 
ing post at the mouth of the creek. Here he 
bought a hundred-foot length of the heavy 
twine used by the Indians for tying up bales 
of dried salmon dog feed. He measured the 
length carefully, and then returned to his 
camp. 

Ascertaining the exact length and width of 
Trapp’s upper claim without help was a 
tedious job, but a keen light crept into his 
eyes when the final measurements were 
made and his computations checked. 

**Under twenty acres, all right,” lye re- 
flected. “‘But Mr. Mark Trapp forgot just 
one little thing.” He returned to the lower 
end of the claim and staked a forty-foot 
fraction that extended right across the creek, 
cutting the two blocks of ground apart. He 
was careful to comply with the government 
and territorial laws covering the location of 
excessive areas. He panned gravel taken 
from the rim bedrock above the creek bed and 
made the necessary discovery of gold, then 
he headed right for the recorder’s office, and 
filed his location. 


“YVHATs goin’ on here?” 

Jimmy turned from the work of 
setting up his tent on the narrow strip of 
ground. Trapp was advancing with long 
angry strides. He stopped short and re- 
peated his question. 

“This is my ground,” answered Jimmy 
with a quiet smile. “I guess I have a right 
to set up my tent on my own ground, haven't 
Pp 


**What’cha mean, your ground?” bellowed 
Trapp. For answer, Jimmy pointed to the 
stake on the hillside. He followed the 
man’s lumbering steps as he clambered up 
and read the location notice. 

“You can't do that,” howled Trapp. 
““My claim is under twenty acres and I 
recorded my revised location this morning.” 

Ves, know,” smiled Jimmy. “My 
location was the next one on the books. I 
admit your claim is still under twenty acres, 
but surely, Trapp, you haven't forgotten that 
old “‘Shoestring” location law, have you?” 


Trapp’s gimlet eyes narrowed as he saw 
that Jimmy meant what he said. “I'll put 
the law on yuh,” he stormed, hurrying down 
the trail toward town. 


SEVERAL weeks later after surveyors had 
confirmed Jimmy’s measurements, a law- 
yer appeared. 

“Now, Mr. Bardwell,” he said, suavely. 
“My client, Mr. Trapp, has made a slight 
mistake in revising his lines. It appears that 
under the “‘Shoestring” location law which 
prevents a man from staking a claim whose 
greatest length is more than three times its 
greatest width, you have claimed a forty- 
foot fraction. Is that right?” Jimmy 
nodded his head. 

“Well, now, you know that law was 
enacted for the purpose of preventing men 
from staking a narrow claim that would grab 
off a mile of paystreak without having more 
than the permitted twenty acres. Now you 
know that no such motive prompted Mr. 
Trapp. He has extended his ground beyond 
the very head of the creek, where there is no 
chance of being pay.” 

“Yes, I know,” agreed Jimmy. ‘“Ven- 
geance was his motive, and he’s going to 
have to pay for it.” 

“But why not take the fraction off the 
other end? That would give you the wood 
he spoke of.” 

““Doesn’t the law specifically state that 
if a man is warned and then doesn’t revise 
his lines,” asked Jimmy, “‘the fraction is to 
come off the end farthest removed from the 
initial stake where the location notice is 
posted?” 

The lawyer saw that he was not dealing 
with a young ignorant kid as Trapp had led 
him to believe. He beckoned to the claim 
owner, standing sullenly, some distance 
away. 

*“Wha’cha want?” he asked, scowling 
blackly. 

“Trapp,” advised the lawyer, “‘you’ve let 
yourself in for something. This boy’s loca- 
tion is valid, and as you can’t extend the cut 
from your lower claim into the upper one 
while he holds this forty-foot strip, I suggest 
that you two try to come to terms.” 

“Tl shut down the works till he works it 
out,” threatened Trapp. “Then I can have 
room for my tailings. I'll not be held up by 
a damned kid.” 

Jimmy smiled. “I’m letting the ground 
lay,” he stated simply. “I have no in- 
tentions of working it this season, and maybe 
not the next.” His eyes twinkled brightly. 
“It’s for sale, though,” he added. 


VAGRANT breeze ruffled the waves on 

Jimmy Bardwell’s bare head. He 
looked off into the green hills in the distance. 
Now he could go prospecting. He'd have 
time to cover quite a bit of ground before the 
season ended. 

He turned to the surveyor as the man 
shouldered his transit. ‘‘Put this in the bank 
for me, will you please, Professor?” he asked, 
extending an oblong of tinted paper. 

“With pleasure, my boy. And I presume 
you'll be in the class again his fall?” He 
smiled, broadly. 

Jimmy laughed, happily. “With that two 
thousand dollars in the bank I see my way 
clear to attend the full course. Don’t worry! 
I'll be there.” 


The White Sultan of Mindanao 


(Continued from page 9) 


limbs, and leaned against the port stay, 
drinking in the indescribable beauty of the 
still night. The moon turned the sea into 
soft, silvery gauze, and Mindanao was noth- 
ing more than a moon shadow along the 
horizon. The only sound was the ripping 
He 
strained his eyes towards the vaguely defined 
shore line. Shadows, chiefly the product of 
his imagination, appeared and disappeared as 
the moon traversed its appointed course, and 
he understood the vague nervousness that 
Roy had felt. 

“Listen,” whispered Eric. 

Roy listened. Then he sprang to his feet. 
“Get the rifle, Eric, and load it.” 

Eric darted below and reappeared with the 
Winchester. ‘What's up?” he asked 
quietly. 

“There’s a prau out there somewhere. 


That clicking sound is peculiar to the Moros. 
They make it with their paddles to time their 
strokes.” 

Eric called his attention to the deepening 
shadow on the surface of the moonlit sea. 
Together they watched it with painful in- 
tentness until it finally took shape as an out- 
rigged prau with two figures at bow and stern, 
two figures whose paddles cut the water with 
a stroke which ended with the paddle grip 
clicking against the gunwales. The prau was 
headed directly towards them, and they could 
see the phosphorescent gleam as its sharp 
bow cut the dark water. Roy picked up the 
Winchester. 


“ ET VALT!” he cried in Spanish. “‘ Who are 
you, and what do you want?” 

The boatmen paid no attention to him. 

but continued their even stroking. They 
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There’s one sure, easy way to keep skates 
from getting rusty and looking old. Just 
oil them regularly with 3-in-One. Then 
they’ll always stay bright as new! 


Use 3-in-One on other things too— 
your bicycle, air gun or rifle, tools and 
electric motor. It cleans the working 
parts; oils them; prevents 
rust. Handy cans and 
bottles. Write Three-in- 
One Oil Co., 170 Varick 
St., New York City, for 
free Dictionary cf Uses. 


3-IN-ONE OIL 


nail New Su il 5 
PEWRITER 
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REMINGTON 
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An All Year Gift—Fun for the 
whole family. A repeating air 
pistol with real power; remarkable 
accuracy. No noise, pumping, 
powder, or license. Better than a rifle. 
For target practice or small game. Simple; 
to handle; carried in pocket like automatic. 
stocks; maga- 
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FRE elleta. 
Diana Air Pistol. 200 Pejlets Free $2.50. 
mp, for e2'% ‘Telescopes, Microscopes, Binoculars, etc. 
B. LEE SALES CO., 35 West 32nd Street, New York, 
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. 88 pins—any letters, any year, any colors. MM 
ry Silver plated, 12 or more, 25c each; 1 to 11, 30c. Gold V 


plated, 40c; sterling, 45c. Class rings, medals, etc. 
BIG CATALOG FREE. 
TS CO., Inc. ct 27 Rochester, N. Y- 


SECRET CODING 
CONTEST! Bats 


vented an 
snikte entirely 
NEW System of Secret Writing! Now YOU can write 
SECRET MESSAGES and letters in CODE, easily, 
quickly! You and the friends to whom you give the 
Secret Code Key can read your message instantly, yet it 
Will baffle and mystify anyone else! Be the first in 
your Scout Troup, Club or School to use the new 
SCOTCH POST CODE SYSTEM .. . see how many 
new Ways you can use it in secret letters, notes, mes- 
Sages, secret records, diaries, etc. ‘Tell us your new 
uses for this mysterious secret code. We will give 


FASCINATING 

NEW GAMES 
E TO THE WINNERS 
came month, until further notice, we will give 50 $1.50 
th OSS-0-GRAM games to the fifty boys who send in 
he best uses for this Secret Code. Send ten cents in 
fur A? ONCE for COMPLETE CODING OUTFIT with 
an astructions for 48 mystery codes and we will send 
- apete details of the contest by which you may win a 
ing CROSS-0-GRAM game, the newest, most absorb- 
& letter game you ever played! 


BEVERLY GAME & NOVELTY CO. 


BEVERLY HILLS, CALIF. CRESTVIEW 3762 
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| were scarcely fifty yards away now. Roy| @ 
took aim and sent a shot just ahead of their 


“We are fishermen,” came back the reply 
in Spanish. ;' Although the boatmen had 
ceased paddling, the momentum of the 
prau was carrying it nearer and nearer to the A F T E R 
anchored sloop. 

“Back up!” ordered Roy. “Or I'll 
shoot.” 

The boatmen dipped their paddles into 
the water, but instead of reversing, they 
whipped their blades back, giving added 
speed to the fast approaching prau. Simul- 
taneously six figures, concealed in the bottom 
of the outrigger, sat up and uttered a shout 
which from its nature was undoubtedly 
intended to scare their victims to death. 
Roy drew a bead on the bow paddler and 
was about to pull the trigger when Eric 
whipped an arm about him and dragged 
him down into the cockpit, sending the rifle 
overboard. A half second later a piece of 
flying steel whizzed by and buried itself in the 
sloop’s gunwales. Roy turned pale. 

“‘A barong,” he muttered. “Thanks, old 
man. What now?” 

The question was answered for them. Six 
swarthy warriors, armed with steel of all 
description, boarded the vessel and leaped 
into the cockpit. Roy felt himself crushed 
in the arms of a powerful native and struggled 
impotently while his arms and legs were 
trussed up with strong hemp. He was lifted 
out of the cockpit like a sack of abaca, and 
roughly tossed into the bottom of the prau. 
Someone else was thrown down beside him, 
and he knew before he turned his aching 
body that it was Eric. 

“Still alive?” he whispered anxiously. 
“Alive and kicking,”’ was the undaunted 
rejoinder. ‘‘What are they saving us for?” 
“Probably for—” Roy stopped before he 
completed the thought. But it was too late. 
“For their quaint torture ceremony, you 
were about to say,” said Eric grimly. “‘ Well, 
—— many a slip ’twixt the cup and the 
ip! 
Heavy blows sounded above them, followed 
by shouts of satisfaction. ‘‘They’re scut- 
tling the Sulu Queen,” said Roy bitterly. 
**For all our families will know, we may have 
perished at sea.” 

“We haven’t perished yet,” Eric re- 
minded him. “Anyway, the mast will 
probably stick up above the channel.” 

The Moros, apparently satisfied with their 
job, deserted the sinking sloop and climbed 
into the prau. Roy, assuming an air of 
bravado he was very far from feeling, ad- 
dressed the Moro whose turban wrappings 
marked him as the leader. 

“You are committing piracy,” he boldly 
asserted in Spanish. ‘“‘The gunboats shall 
visit you and your tribe for this.” 

A contemptuous grunt greeted his remark. 
“Gunboats, him dunno ver’ much,” answered 
the Moro in the queer “bamboo” English 
the tribes sometimes affected. 

“They'll find out. Where are you taking 
us?” 

““Mebbe you find out manana.” 

**And maybe, mafiana por la manana, your 
dato will find soldiers in his village.” 

The Moro shrugged his shoulders. ‘“‘The 
river long,” he said in Spanish. 


OY took a shot in the dark. “The river 
is long, but upstream awaits the young 
Sultan of Liguasan.” 
The cloud that gathered on the Moro’s 
face at this chance shot told him that this 
bunch of pirates was certainly from the tribe 
|at Colongo. But if he could have foreseen 
|how those words would later boomerang 
against him, he would have choked them in 
his throat. 

Roy painfully pulled himself to a .»ar- 
sitting position and looked about. Although 
the hull of the Sulu Queen was invisible, the 
mast stood faintly silhouetted against the 
sky, and he saw by its list that the boat was | 
nearly prepared to settle forever beneath the 
waters of the Celebes Sea. He looked shore- 
ward. The island loomed up like a dark 
cloud on the horizon, and he saw that several 
other war praus had joined them and were 
escorting them to their destination. 

**We are people of some importance,” he 
told Eric glumly. “The Colongo tribe 
sent their entire fleet to get us.” 

“All on account of that crazy juramen- 
tado?” 

“T wonder,” mused Roy. 

They were fast approaching the mouth of 
the river, with the sleeping town on the left 


bank. The Moro leader drew Roy’s atten- 

















tion by means of a none too gentle kick. 
“You no shout, yes. You shout, I” he 
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CHRISTMAS 


A tot of your Christmas things 
won't do you much good, unless 
you get an Eveready Flashlight to 
go with them! For instance, ice 
skating is dangerous at night if 
you don’t take a light to the lake. 
And half the fun of sledding comes 
at night—when the sun is down 
and the snow starts freezing again. 
But you need an Eveready! 

Suppose you get a fishing-rod, a 
tent, a swimming-suit, or a canoe. 
If you try to use them at night, 
without a light, you might just 
as well stay home! Because it’s 
no fun—and it’s downright dan- 
gerous—to fumble and stumble in 
the dark. Any time you go out at 
night, you’ve got to take your day- 
light with you—you’ve got to see 
and know where you’re going! 

Every fellow needs an Eveready. 
And it should be the Official Boy 
Scout Eveready—approved by the 
National Council. Dad’s taking 
Christmas-present orders now—so 
give him yours for a Boy Scout 
Eveready. You need it for the 
nights after Christmas! 

* 

Free Jig-saw Puzzle. One of those 
humorous Eveready posters that 
you see in dealers’ windows has 
been made into a swell jig-saw 
puzzle. Ask your dealer how to 
get one free. 


EVEREADY 


Flashlights and Batteries 


NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, Inc. 
General Offices: New York, N. Y. 
Unit of rT} “Y and Carbon 
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Union Carbide i Louie) Corporation 



















The Official Boy Scout 
Flashlight. Ribbon- 
marking on case cov- 
ered by registered 
trade-mark. 


Eveready Flashlight 
Batteries, with metal 
tops, have all-armored 
construction. They are 
dated so you know 
they’re fresh. Only 10¢ 
apiece. Dad needs them 
for the flashlight he 
keeps in the car. 
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American Flyer 


With RINGING BELL 
Catalog shows many new steam type 
locomotives, made of die cast metal 
— not sheet metal stampings — also 
fun-making automatic signals, stations, 
tunnels, bridges, etc. American Flyer 
leads in size, speed, fun-features, and 
real design. Send coupon today for 
new, colored American Flyer Catalog. 
It’s the only big train book you can 
write for that’s absolutely free. Over 
nine million boy owners testify to 
American Flyer’s leadership. Dads 
too enjoy American Flyer railroading. 
Get the catalog and show Dad the 
train you want. 


TEAR OUT THIS AD. 


Ask your dealer to show you these trains. They are 


1340 PATHFINDER — Quality at lowest price. Full 
enamel and brass trim. 3 cars. 10 tracks. Same pow- 
erful motor as higher priced trains. Each............$6.95 


i Sal SY 


1341 RANGER— Exclusive patented ringing bell. 94” 
double truck cars. New die cast reverse loco. Ea. $10.00 


1328 BLUEBIRD —A complete system — 21 pieces. 
Reverse locomotive, lighted cars. Each................$13.50 


— (<1  . Ss 
ee a ee 
1350 NEW PAUL REVERE— New die cast loco- 
motive with exclusive patented ringing bell, triple 
action remote control reverse motor. 8 4" lighted cars. 
14 tracks. Each 





1352 STEEL MOGUL — Exclusive and patented ring- 
ing bell. New die cast locomotive, with triple action 
remote control reverse motor. Cars each 9%” long— 
the longest and heaviest made. Each. 


ama == 


1474 BRIGADIER — The lowest priced remote control 
reverse wide gauge train made. 43 34” long. Ea. $17.95 


Western Prices Are Approximately 10% Higher 


FREE Train Book — 


' 
| American Flyer Mfg. Co., 
2217 S.Halsted St.,Chicago 
Send Free Train Bock. 
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completed the sentence by pulling his kris 
from his belt and passing it significantly 
across his throat. 

“He suggests silence as we pass the town,” 
Roy drily told his friend. ‘I think he 
means it.” 

““My only noise will be a snore,’ 
Eric. “I’m going to take a nap.” 

Slumber came in fitful snatches, and he 
lost all sense of time and space. He knew 
they were well past Cotabato, that the dark 
banks of the river were slowly closing in on 
them as they left the coast behind. The 
moon was down, a faint gray slowly washed 
the stars out, and the damp chill of the river 
dawn settled upon them. He was bruised 
and stiff and when the sun rose above the 
distant hills in the East, he welcomed its 
warming rays and dropped off to sleep. 

A sharp kick in his ribs awakened him. 
He tried to jump up, and with the realization 
that he was tied came a swift and poignant 
recollection of the previous night. Eric, 
sitting up beside him, essayed a smile. 
“Lafayette, we are here,” he mimicked. 

Roy looked about him. The sun had 
climbed well into the heavens. Their prau 
was grounded on the beach of a Moro town 
whose bamboo and nipa houses stood on piles 
of palma brava above the river’s reach. Other 
praus were beached nearby, and a motley 
crowd of Moro men, women and children 
crowded down around them. All of the men 


’ 


replied 


were armed at the sash with either barong, 
kris, or the campilan, and some of them 
sported a large round shield made of wood and 
hide. They were all dressed, he noted, in 
typical Moro fashion—a tight-fitting panta- 
loon that went down to the ankle, a sash, 
and above the waist, either a short jacket or 
nothing at all. All wore the turban, tied in 
different fashions to indicate their rank. 

As Roy took in these details a pandita 
edged his way through the crowd and issued 
an order. The bonds were struck off their 
legs, and as they stepped ashore three Moros 
took their places on each side of them. Thus 
escorted, the two prisoners were led toward 
one of the larger houses of the village, some 
little distance away from the river. 

“Where to?” Eric whispered. 

“Probably to the dato’s house. Keep a 
stiff upper lip and look mad as a hornet. 
We may bluff him out yet.” 

When they reached their destination their 
escort halted and motioned the two young 
men to enter the house. Roy, closely fol- 
lowed by Eric, stalked into the house with 
chin high and steps steady. But as he faced 
the tight-lipped Moro chief in whose hands 
his fate lay, his jaw dropped and he uttered 
a cry of surprise. 

For the dato, grasping the weapon by the 
blade, held up before him the kris of the 
hidden cross! 

(To be continued in Boys’ Lire for January) 


“Streamlining” Trains and Automobiles 


(Continued from page 10) 


increased at this rate, but we have something 
else to consider also. As the train or auto- 
mobile moves faster it naturally covers a 
greater distance in the same time, and there- 
fore the pulling force of the locomotive or the 
automobile engine has to be exerted over a 
greater distance in the same time. Probably 
this sounds a little strange at first. It works 
out this way: one horsepower is required to 
pull a certain number of pounds a certain 
distance in a certain time; if we want to pull 
the same number of pounds twice the‘distance 
in the same time, we need twice the horse- 
power. So, if we need 1,000 horsepower to 
pull a heavy load against air resistance at 10 
miles an hour, we would need 125,000 horse 
power to pull against it at 50 miles an hour! 
For five times the speed we need 125 times 
the power! No wonder that high speed re- 
quires such powerful locomotives! However, 
the resistance due to friction of the wheels, 
rails and bearings, increases only very slowly 
when the speed is increased. This is why 
engineers have been giving so much con- 
sideration to the effect of air resistance now 
that they have begun to consider building 
high speed trains. 


Streamlined Railway Cars 

The streamlined railway car shown in one 
of the photographs was built in Germany 
recently and is driven by means of a gasoline 
engine and an airplane-type propeller instead 
of having motors geared to its wheels as 
usual. This car reached the surprising speed 
of 143 miles an hour (some reports said even 
more) and made the run between two cities 
in slightly less time than an airplane service! 


The unusual and interesting appearance of 
this streamlined railway car is plainly shown 
in the picture. It seats fifty passengers and 
travels about four miles on one gallon of 
gasoline. Although this car is driven by 
an airplane propeller and gasoline engine, 
similar cars could be built for electric opera- 
tion. The car is, as can be seen, designed for 
use alone, and two or more cannot be coupled 
together to make up a regular train as this 
would seriously reduce the effect of the 
streamlining. The interurban trolley or the 
gasoline railway car of the future may 
look something like this. 


Streamlined Railroad Trains 


Dr. O. G. Tietjens of the Westinghouse 
Electric and Manufacturing Company of 
East Pittsburgh, Pa., has made a number of 
tests of the resistance of models of complete 
trains and another of the photographs shows 
his model of a streamlined train compared 
with the model of an ordinary train. In the 
streamlined train, the locomotive has to be 
redesigned so that it has a perfectly smooth 
surface without projections of any kind, and 
it has to be closely coupled to the train of 
cars. Not only has the usual space between 
the locomotive and cars to be done away with 
but spaces between the cars must also be 
eliminated. In Dr. Tietjens’ model, the 
whole train is streamlined excepting the rear 
end—which is cut off square for practical 
reasons. For, while streamlining of the rear- 
end is very desirable, this would interfere 
with the “making up” of trains in the yards. 

The tests of this train model showed that 
it has very much less resistance than the 
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‘Treasure 


LIFE 


Uncover the valuable prizes 
that are in your neighbor- 
hood ... Octagon, Borden and 
Kirkman premium coupons! 


BECOME a “gentleman pirate” in your 
own town...there are rich rewards! You 
get the Scout equipment you’ve wanted 
at no cost! Get mother and all the neigh- 
bors to save coupons from all the products 
listed below. They are all splendid house- 
hold helps and foods... the best anyone 
can buy...so you are really doing a favor 
to those you ask to use them. Then make 
weekly trips to collect the coupons from 
friends, relatives and mother. Choose 
the premium you want... send in the 
coupons...soon it’s yours without costing 
acent. Come on, treasure hunters, let’s go! 
Soap—Soap Powder— 
Scouring Cleanser— 
Floating Soap — Soap 

Chips—Toilet Soap. 
‘Condensed Milks— 
5 “Star” —“* Darling” — 
“Standard” —“Penin- 
“*Leader”—*‘Red Star” 
—Evaporated Milks— 
. “Pearl”—“‘SilverCow” 
Borax Soap—Soap 
Powder—Cleanser— 
Soap Chips—Floating 
Soap—Softner— Vigo. 

Luzianne Coffees and Teas 

FREE—SCOUT Catalog of official Scout Equipment, showing 
over 400 items you can get with coupons: uniforms, tents, blankets, 
axes, knives, rings, mess gear, packs, flags, books—practically 
anything you want. Address Bill Dare, Manager Boys’ Division, 
PREMIUM DEPT., 17 SUSSEX ST., JERSEY CITY, N. J. 


sular’—‘‘Challenge”— 
Write for Special Catalog 
(Be sure to give your name and address, 
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JINGLE JACK! 
|Always have money in your pockets 
and be able to “hold up your end” 
with the bunch, no matter what they 
want to do, or how much it costs. 
Have money for vacation trips! Buy 
the things you need and want! Pay 
your own way through college if you 
want to. Be independent! 


GO INTO BUSINESS 

For yourself, right where you are, and 

always be certain of a steady income 

right from the start. Make from 

$2.50 to $10.00 every week, according 

to the time you devote to the work. 

Twice as much if you devote your 
entire time to it. 

We Furnish Everything And /, 

Teach You How! § 

The work is pleasant, interesting and very } 

profitable. More than that, it offers a future ) 

for the ambitious boy. Nothing like it! 

..+ YOU'LL BE SURPRISED!... It } 

will not interfere with your school work or )} 

your proper play. Lots of fun! 

) 

! 

) 

) 

| 

} 

\ 





Write today for full particulars of our 
remarkable plan for earning good money in 
your spare time. Give your age, name of 
school attended, grade, and other informa- 
tion about yourself. Address 
KWICK PRODUCTS 
LABORATORIES 
1320 Roanoke Bidg. 11 S. La Salle Street 


CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 
P. S. Show this ad to your buddies. They will thank you a lot! 
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WOLLENSAK’S 
6-POWER 


TELESCOPE 


Here’s the greatest telescope value ever produced! 
Positively nothing to equal it made anywhere, here or 
abroad. High-grade optical system is achromatic—feld 
of view is clear as in Nature, no edge-blurs, no “‘rain- 
bow’’ to impede sight. Object lens 7”, magnifies 6 
times. Draw tubes of super-heavy brass (for rigidity 
and long life), brilliantly nickeled; indestructible fibre 
body. 9% in. long, extended—fits pocket when closed; 
weight only $ oz. Width of field at 1000 yds. actually 
52 yds.—60% more than others. When NOW 
closed, serves as microscope. A _ real 
wonder, sold on money-back guarantee. ONLY 
Genuine leather case. Literature free. $ 
Buy at dealers or direct, postpaid. Order 2.50 
yours today, 
WOLLENSAK OPTICAL CO., 832 Hudson Avenue, Rochester, N. Y. 
TEL 
MIC 
BIN 
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Make Your 
Moceasins 


Over 13,500 boys 







have! Real Indian 
$1.50 Moccasins from 
A PAIR, C.O. D. thick water-proof 


steerhide and leather 
thongs. Dugan’s 
Moccasinkit has full materials and instruc- 
tions. Popular with Boy Scouts. Excellent 
for camp, beach, home use. Send shoe size 
with order (brown or black?). Free folder. 


The DUGAN MOCCASINKIT 


0. H. DUGAN & CO., Dept. 212 
Agents wanted 157 Summer St., Boston, Mass. 


Wrestling Book FREE 
” Be an expert wrestler. Learn at home by 


mail. Wonderful lessons prepared by world’s 

, champions Farmer Burns and Frank 
Gotch. Be strong, healthy. Handle big 

men with ease. Write for Free —Pro- 

spectus, full of thrilling information. Send 

2c tage. Write today. State 

age. FARMER BURNS SCHOOL 


Se eee 


Special quantity prices 

















LEAD 
SOLDIERS BY 





INDIANS, SAILRS, CAVALRY TROOPS 


My greatest invention since Erector. The Gilbert 
Kaster Kit. With it you melt lead bars and produce 
perfect lead soldiers and other interesting novelties. 
In an hour with one of my new Kaster Kits you 
can produce a whole regiment of men, each just 
as perfectly finished as professionally cast toys. 
\Think of the money you can make, casting and 
selling lead toys and novelties! Any live boy can 
make enough money in a week or two to pay for 
his entire Kaster Kit. 

Easy to operate. Entirely electric. Have a com- 
plete toy factory right in your own home. Kaster 
Kit complete with one mold, 8 bars of lead, instruc- 
tion book and complete set of handling and die- 
cleaning tools, only $5.00. 


Additional molds and bars of AC. 
lead can be purchased. ° 


Kaster Kit 


FREE—Kaster Kit Carnival Book 
Just fill in the coupon and mail today for the most 
interesting toy book ever published. 
The A. C. Gilbert Company, 
- Erector Square, New Haven, Conn. 

ease send me a FREE copy of the new 
KASTER KIT CARNIVAL BOOK. 


ordinary train. It has been estimated by the 
engineers that it could travel at the rate of 
100 miles an hour with the same power that 
it now required to pull the ordinary train 
at about 67 miles an hour. So, instead of 
trains traveling at about 70 miles an hour 
maximum speed, we may see them going over 
100 miles an hour without requiring more 
power. When this time comes, many other 
changes are likely tocome also. For example, 
the resistance of a streamlined train would 
be greatly increased if the passengers were 
allowed to open the car windows as this 
breaks the streamline shape. So it will be 
necessary to build cars with windows that 
do not open. Railway cars with windows 
that cannot be opened may be all right in the 
winter time, but passengers would demand 
plenty of ventilation in warm weather. 
So railway-car engineers may be forced to 
provide a complete ventilating system which 
makes it unnecessary to open the windows. 
Quite likely, the streamlined train of the 
future will have a complete “air-condition- 
ing” system like that used in many theaters. 
This kind of ventilation is already being used 
on some of the limited trains of the Balti- 
more and Ohio Railroad. 


Streamlined Automobiles 


The automobile engineers are even more 
interested in streamlining than the railroad 
men are. This is because railroad cars are 
very expensive, and as they last from twenty 
to thirty years, they do not have to be 
replaced often. Automobiles are not only 
very much cheaper but they last only a few 
years and thus have to be replaced much 
more often. So the streamlined auto may 
come even before the streamlined train, or 





rail car. Quite a number of automobile | 
engineers have been working on this idea, | 
but so many important changes are need 
that each automobile builder hesitates to put | 
a fully streamlined car on the market until | 
the public shows more interest. In the 
automobile business the public is the real 
judge as cars must be sold and manufacturers 
are afraid to make changes too fast. A 
streamlined auto would look so different and 
really be so different from those we are accus- 
tomed to see that most people would be slow 
to buy one until they got more used to them. 
Changes of this kind, therefore, have to be 
made gradually and automobile engineers | 
know that their companies cannot sell cars | 
that look too different. For this reason, they | 
are working very slowly towards the stream- | 
line shape, and many agree already that the | 
car of the future will be a perfectly stream- | 
lined type. Tests have already been made of | 
models of this kind by several experimenters, 
and a few have gone so far as to build experi- 
mental partly-streamlined cars. 


The Auto of the Future 


One of the difficulties in the way of per- 
fect streamlining of automobiles is in the 
long narrow rear of the streamline shape, 
which does not provide enough room for | 
passenger seats if used on the present type 
of chassis. Some engineers think that the 
chassis will have to be completely rear- 
ranged to allow them to build a practical 
streamlined car. In this new car they would 
| put the engine in the back instead of in the 
| front and move the driver and his passengers 
to near the front where the streamline shape 
is wider. A car like this would look very 
different from the automobile of to-day. 





drop” design car is the result of careful | 
studies of air resistance, and it has very | 
much less resistance than the ordinary closed | 
ear of to-day. It is called “tear drop” be- | 
cause its shape somewhat resembles a drop | 
of water or a falling tear. In the full develop- 
ment of this type of design, the engine would 
be behind the passengers and in a small 
compartment just over the rear axle. The 
radiator would be inside of this compartment 
also, and the air would enter and leave 
through low-resistance openings in the shell. 
Mr. Fishleigh points out that the rear ar- 
rangement of the engine has certain advan- 
tages, one being that less noise is heard by the 
driver and passengers inside. He calculated 
that the power needed to drive the ordinary 
closed car is about double that necessary to 
drive the full-design “tear-drop” car at 
60 miles an hour. Thus the streamlined car 
would use only about half the amount of 
gasoline used by to-day’s cars for the same 
speed, and it could also go much faster with 
the same size of engine. The auto of the 
future will probably look something like 
this, and it will be lighter, faster, quieter, 
and even more comfortable than those of 
to-day. 











The sketch of Walter T. Fishleigh’s “tear | [~ 
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Be sure and look for the U. S. Seal, it’s your only assur- 
ance of getting Genuine U. S. GIANT CHAIN TREADS. 


United States Rubber Company 


WORLD’S LARGEST @ PRODUCER OF RUBBER 


U. S. BICYCLE TIRES 
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Curerio and a Merry Christmas!-— This Scout is happy. He’s 
just received a brand new, complete, Official Boy Scout Uniform for 
Christmas, and it’s going to take something mighty awful to keep 
him from feeling like this for a long time to come. 


That is what an Official Uniform will do. There’s some- 
thing about the feel of it that makes a Scout want to try 
to do the big things in life—things that men like 
Lincoln, Roosevelt and Lindbergh have done. 


But a Scout must be sure that the Uniform he 

gets is the Official Uniform. He must beware of 

substitutes. Perhaps we should not have said 

that, because after all, there are no substitutes — 
there is only one Uniform and that is the 
Official Boy Scout Uniform. 


* Official “Boy Scout Hat 


' The Hat is the most characteristic part of the Uniform of 
An Ideal Gift ! the Boy Scout. No uniform is complete without it. 


: Low crown, wide brim, 
The Official Boy Scout ventilated; silk band em- 


Uniform broidered with the Official 
No. B503—Hat $1.75 Boy Scout Insignia, detach- 
No. B647—Shirt 1.60 | 2p mild cord. Sizes 678 t0 
No. B651—Breeches 1.60 The Official Boy Scout 
No. B529—Belt 35 Hat is undeniably smart and 
No. B528—Stockings .35 good looking. Sure to win 
Neckerchief and instant approval. Look for 

Slide 55 the official Insignia on the hat band. 


Total $6.20 No. B503 


* Official H. tt 
* Neckerchiefs eg (Cotton 


(See model worn in illustration above) A eugged shice buile for 


Available in 16 plain colors and 13 combinations, all bril- long, hard wear—and smart 
liant and distinctive. Size 30” x 30”. Will not fade. looking besides. Made of 


Plain colors 45c heavy weight khaki mater- 


SS ial. “‘Boy Scouts of Amer- 
Combinations 50c ica’’ sewed over right breast 


Neckerchief Slides pocket. Order by age size; 


all sizes. 


Worn with Neckerchiefs Each, 10c No. B647 
Price, $1.60 


* Official Lumberjack nated 
Let'er blow! This Lumber- 


Since July 5th, 1932 f gk Va jack Shirt just grins at cold 
sa ; weather. The 24-0z. wool 


SWEET-ORR DISTRIBUTORS, Inc. _ plaid material is very warm 
and comfortable. Snug fit- 


NEW YORK CITY, N. Y. No. B651 ting elastic bottom, adjust- 
Are National Scout Distributors for the able cuffs, and a wide collar: 


BOY SCOUTS OF AMERICA * Offi cial ‘Breeches a ahag- cn) — < <= 


Fun, wide cut breeches, carefully made of standard khaki years; men’s sizes 36 to 44. 


SWEET-ORR & CO.. Inc. material. Every point of strain is re-enforced. Legs lace be- 
A low knee. Companion garment to No. 647 or No. 648 Shirts. No. B597. Grey, 


Are Sole Licensed Manufacturers of All sizes. Blue and Maroon 
Ses ee eee | No. B651 Price, $1.60 Price, $3.50 


Haro: oN. Avossnay 


RR 


ow 








Do not accept substitutes — purchase from — ws 


YOUR LOCAL SCOUT DISTRIBUTOR. 


YOUR SCOUTMASTER WILL TELL YOU WHO YOUR LOCAL DISTRIBUTORS ARE 
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k Official “Boy Scout Sweater + , . 7 * Sweat Shirts 
, Where to Purchase Official Equipment || . 
| - : u High gtade cotton Sweat 
te’s Aethemmlareck The items listed on these two pages are all | Shire with crew neck, snug 
: Recnenee. Shade of tedines | marked with one, two or three stars. These fitting bottom and wristlet. 
for » weight woolen worsted. Stars indicate the following: . Brown tweed pattern. Sizes 
y Slip - over style. Official Items marked y& indicate that they are 26 to 44. Order two inches 
eep et Gites eniliecideved silk stocked by all Local Scout Distributors. Over actual chest size. 
mblem sewed on. Just the | %& *& indicate that item is handled by a few 
dine to wear on those | || Local Scout Distributors only. No. B507 
long hikes and very essen- || kkk indicate that item is sold only Price, $1.00 
: ror mabe ananer | through the Boy Scouts of America, either ’ :. 
“ — 8 oP direct or by mail. Shipping charges prepaid 
me any other outdoor activity. || 1 a aoeed ified | 
Sizes 30 10 46. | | unless otherwise specified. | HOW TO ORDER 
try IL J} In ordering sweaters and sweat 














shirts, allow two inches larger 
than actual chest measure. 


* Official Boy Scout (ook Kit 


F ood cooked at 
the camp fire will 
never taste as 





like 





Price, $3.00 







ak Official “Boy Scout 


‘Brownies 





he 










= of good as when it 
; Just what you have been is cooked with 
said waiting for. An inexpensive this Cook Kit. 
Camera for Scouts. Especially Outfit consists of 

— made by the Eastman Kodak * fry pan with pat- 
the poms 2g = a ve folding han- 
special finder showing object ° ° ’ ° e, cookin ¢ 

sa are photographing. Pic- ek Official First Aid ‘Belt Kits drinking ane ‘ 





ture size 244” x 314". Takes 
new 8 exposure Kodak film. 
Did you ever try hunting with 
a Camera? Some of our great- 
est sportsmen are doing that 
today. Why not try it with this Brownie? 


A kit that is welcomed by every Scout because it is so com- stew pan and serv- 


pact and still contains all the essential items of a First Aid po plate. Fork 
Kit. Scouts today as a rule do not start on a hike; certainly, “d spoon includ- 
they never go to camp, without one of these Scout Kits. You : i — nestle 
can never tell when you will need it. It has been approved Do ock together. 
by the American Red Cross. not rattle. 


No. B1395 Price, $2.00 No. B1548 Bauer and Black Kit Price, 75c No. B1200 
No. B1100 Johnson and Johnson Kit Price, 75c 






No. B1395 






rm of 




























No. B1241 No. B1219 


** Junior Canteen 


xkk Wood Carving Set . ms 
| Wood gs ax W hitt-L-Kraft Knife eee 
A weed carefully selected tools for wood carving, contain - serviceable canteen manufactured from galvanized steel 





ing: 1 Upright flat chisel with a 45° angle point, used in out- Not just another knife—it is more than that. It is an ex- that will not rust. Covered with heavy khaki duck. Con- 
rll doy fat background work and fr base rlet;1 | arvecotand make many stl things ealy and guctly. | NO. Bip. , 

Gouge Boi So sediuainary work and finer cuts; 1 Gouge %", Has four special blades, cach = oa wy be — — No. B1219 Price, 75¢ 
Set decpet wor Co: GaP eaedog | Every'boy doing handicraft work should have this knile. | kkk Combinatian Tool Kit 
ad tempered. Carefully ll ook tated Woad heaed No. B1087 Price, $1.50 A handy, _ practical 
ready for use. 





outfit: knife, reamer, 
files, saw, chisel, screw- 
driver, cork puller and 
cap lifter, in case with 
center compartment for 
pocket-book. Each tool 
attaches firmly to knife 
or handle. Quickly re- 
° movable. Easily carried 

* Official ‘Boy Scout “‘Bugles in pocket. Tools large enough for real work. An article every 
Scout values. 


No. B1241 Price, $3.50 





Avo instrument that is smarter and trimmer than the average 














bugle. It is perfect in tone and register and only the finest No. B1186 Price, $1.75 
+x Waterproof Match Box oe a ae eer hee 
Waterproof, ve easily Se etee | mung sie op Be Sdivarqlinadl ateutighetes $user tease ‘Boy Scout Christmas Cards 
several days. May save your life, as it has many others. No. B1277 **Conn’”” Make Price, $5.00 Your Local Council has some excellent Scout Christmas 
No. B1437 Price, 50c} No. B1538 “Beat” Mac Price, $4.00. | Sitimme“Vor finiCineel win née 












-— Sf nor stocked by your distributor — order by mail from— 

! BOY SCOUTS OF AMERICA 
2PARK AVENUE OW. WASHINGTON ST. 753 MARKET ST. ; NEW YORK RETAIL STORE 
NEW YORK CITY CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO 20 EAST 33RD. ST. 
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No. B1144 
** Beadwork Outfit 


Anexcellent set for those Scouts who are interested in mak- 
ing beaded watch fobs, hat bands or Indian head-dresses and 
similar items. 

Outfit consists of one package of 10,000 real Indian beads 
of many colors together with a spool of waxed silk, three 
special unbreakable needles, instruction sheets and a bead- 
work loom. 


No. B1144 Price, complete, $1.25 


kk Official Field Glasses 


Preasure and profit are derived from good field giasses. 
Useful in dante, in study of birds and stars. This glass 
has achromatic lenses, giving a clear and well lighted field 
of view. Tan leather mounting and dull finish. Tan case 
with shoulder straps. 


No. B1212 Price, $7.50 


kk Official “Boy Scout Lariat 


A great favorite with the Jamboree Scouts in England. The 
Lariat is 20 ft. in length and made of Sampson Spot Cord— 
which is absolutely the strongest and best on the market 
today. This rope is recognized by the red spots in the cord. 
The fall is a good time to practice using it. 


No. B1070 Price, $1.25 
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It is Easy to Order by Mail 


Lots of Scouts and boys, too, prefer to do their 
shopping by mail, especially when they know 
they are buying from ie Boy Scouts of America. 
It is so easy. All you have to do is to take an 
ordinary sheet of paper, state the articles you 
want, with the catalog number, and include a 
money order or check for the total amount and 
send it to one of the nearest Boy Scout Service 
Depots. Within 24 hours after your order is 
received it will be shipped by the quickest pos- 
sible delivery. 


You may, if you choose, send for special 
order blanks. These order blanks list ten at- 
tractive combination offers which will save you 
money for your Christmas items. 














; 











No. B1092 


kOfficial Triple Signal Set 


ere is one of the outstanding items of equipment that has 
been adopted by the Boy Scouts of America in many years. 
It is a complete signal outfit that will furnish thrills for 
Scout and Scouter alike. The Triple Signal Set actually sends 
and receives a wireless signal sound, a telegraph signal and 
a Night Blinker Light Signal. It operates efficiently on a 
4%-V. “C” dry cell. International Morse Code included. 


No. B1092 Without Battery Price, $1.00 
No. B1i092A Battery Price, 25c 


&k Official Boy Scout Compass 


The only compass with a dial showing 
16 points. Made to conform with 
Second Class requirements in the Boy 
Scout Handbook. Brass case, heavily 
nickel plated, unbreakable crystal, with 
special locking device for needle. Two 
inches in diameter and only 4” thick. 
A highly recommended compass. 


No. B1093 Price, 75¢c 


No. B1093 





xkkSleeping “Bag 


Affords luxurious rest and cozy warmth. 
The feature of this bag is that it has three 
pads, plus mattress, which may be used as 
ood 5 Has zipper all the way around ex- 
cepting on one side, with flap covering and 
protecting the zipper; head cover with in- 
side pockets and side flaps; covered with a 
good quality 8-oz. thoroughly waterproof 
duck. Size 32” x 72”. 


Shipping Charges Not Prepaid 
No. B1306__—St— Price, $14.00 
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kk Official “Boy Scout Toilet Kit 


Here is an excellent all year round item either for traveling 
or for camping. Set consists of brush, soap box, utility box, 
mirror, comb, toothbrush with sterilized cover. Notice in 
the above illustration that there are special pockets for the 
comb and mirror. Case is made of excellent quality leather- 
ette, red inside and khaki outside. 


No. B1079 Price, $1.75 


PLUMB 
COLLINS 


kOfficial “Boy Scout Axes 


Handy at every turn in camp and on hike. Made of one 
piece solid steel, hand-forged, coated with rust-resisting fin- 
ish, has head for drawing nails. Complete with leather 
sheath. 


No. B1510 
No. B1507 


“Plumb” Brand 
“Collins’’ Brand 


Price, $1.50 
Price, $1.50 


Kk Official New Haven Watch 


An inexpensive yet smart wrist watch. Carved to fit the 
wrist. Silver radium dial and hands. Double stitched remov- 
able strap. Unbreakable crystal ; chromium plated case which 
defies the elements. Will not tarnish. Boy tans seal on face. 
Placed in individual box. 


No. B1255 Price, $5.00 


No. B1578 


** Complete Five Foot Finished 
cArchery Set 


Consists of a five foot lemonwood double reflex bow and six 
24 inch, pointed, striped and feathered arrows. Has a 30 to 
35 Ib. oa Enclosed in special corrugated box which serves 
as a standard ready made target. 


No. B1578 Price, $4.95 


Do not accept substitutes — purchase from — 


YOUR LOCAL SCOUT DISTRIBUTOR 


YOUR SCOUTMASTER WILL TELL YOU WHO YOUR LOCAL DISTRIBUTORS ARE 


When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 
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ak Pyrolectric Pen 


For burning designs on wood, leather and velvet. Made of 
the best materials obtainable. Sides of pen are flattened so 
as to allow all manners of shading desired. The pen operates 
as simply as a lead pencil, and is safe and durable Plug into 
any electric outlet. Full instructions with each pen. Ideal 
for designing patrol emblems and plaques. 


No. B1524 Price, $3.00 





* “Bridgeport” cAll-Steel ~—Axe 


Au steel constructed. Head and handle are manufactured in 
a single piece. Tests prove handle virtually unbreakable. 
Fitted with wooden grips,-finished in a red and black marble- 
ized or mottled effect. Complete with leather sheath. 


No. B1424 Price, $1.75 


* Boy Scout 
Hike ‘Bag 


Suitable for short trips and 
one-day hikes. Made of pli- 
able canvas material of suffi- 
cient weight to turn water 
and yet not too heavy for the 
longest hikes. | Complete 
with two wide web shoulder 
straps for carrying. Has two 
pockets. Size 154 inches in 
height x 13 inches wide. 


No. B1225 $1.25 





kk Civilian Belt Buckle and Belt 


(Sterling Silver) 


Buckle has sterling silver front. Detachable style. Belt of 
excellent quality genuine black leather 114 inches wide. It is 
areal Scout belt and is provided for those who desire to wear 
something pertaining to Scouting with their civilian clothes. 
Every Scout and Scout Leader may wear it. 


No. B515 Price, $2.50 
No. B514 Nickel Silver Price, $1.25 
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This attractive box of Official BoyScout | 
Note Paper will be given free with all 
orders amounting to $3.50, or over, 
that are mailed to one of the Boy Scouts 
of America Service Depots listed below, 
before January 1st, 1933. This box of 
writing paper formerly sold for 75c. 


























No. B1516 


kkk Leathercraft Package No. 4 


mtains materials for making four articles that any Scout 
would be proud to own, namely, waist belt, axe sheath, 
knife sheath, Neckerchief slide. Patterns, instructions and 
designs are all included in the package. 


No. B1516 Price, $1.50 
** Chow Kit 


An excellent gift for any out- 
door boy or man. Consists of 
stainless steel knife and chro- 
mium plated fork and spoon. 
Knife is especially fitted with a 
cap lifter. Handles of knife 
and fork are of thick, chro- 
mium plated tempered wire. 
Fitted in leather case that can 
be attached to belt. 


No. B1384 $1.00 ” fie, Beeed 
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\ %* Handbook for Boys 


The Official Boy Scout Manual. 
Things to do and things to make; our 
country’s history and the history of 
Scouting. 650 pages; pictures or dia- 

‘ grams on almost every page. Informa- 
tion about Birds, Animals, Trees and 
Stars; Indian Sign Language; First 
Aid, Signaling, Tracking, Weather 
Data, Songs. The cover is of imita- 
tion leather, embossed in colors. 


No. B3100 50c per copy 








* Handbook for Patrol 
Leaders 


A book of information and inspira- 


i 
HANDBG3SK FOR 
PATROL LRADE RS j 
tion which ought to be alongside the 
‘‘Handbook for Boys.”’ 


os 
It not only deals with all phases of i] . & . lt 





a Patrol Leader's problems; it also = 
instructs the individual in Hiking, 
Camping, Test Passing, Handicraft FSH 
and many other things. - 
x4 


i Fa 

Profusely illustrated. Four hundred RY ie ’ 
and eight pages. — 
No. B3638 60c per copy 





* Boy Scout “Diary 


256 pages. A miniature encyclo- 
paedia of Scouting. Information 
about world Scout membership, First 
Aid, Signaling, Compass work, Scout 
requirements, more than 50 illustra- 
tions of Swimming and Canoeing, and 
many other valuable items. 


No. B3012_ ~—sw Price, 10¢ 








xkk He Who Sees in the “Dark 


This book was written by James E. 
West, Chief Scout Executive, and 
Peter O. Lamb, and tells of the inter- 
esting careeer of Frederick Burnham, 
who is ranked with Boone, Bridger 
and Carson as one of the greatest 
American Scouts of all time. It is an 
inspiration which all who read this 


book will feel. 
No. B3207 Price, $1.75 


HE WHO SEES 
IN THE DARK 











xk The “Pup Tent 


The feature of the Tent is that it is divided 
into two equal parts so that each half can 
be rolled up like a blanket and convenient- 
ly carried over the shoulders of two boys to 
evenly distribute the weight. When the 
two sections are fastened together they 
form a Tent with ample room for two boys. 





It is compact, durable, well-made, of heavy 
khaki waterproof duck. Size 7 ft. 2 in. 
long, 5 ft. 6 in. wide, 3 ft. 7 in. high. With 


poles and pegs. 





Per Pair 


No. B1422 Price, $2.75 


Extra Poles, Per Pair 





. 


No. B1422A Price, 65c 


Sf not stocked by your distributor — order by meail from=— 


BOY SCOUTS OF AMERICA 


2PARK AVENUE OW. WASHINGTON ST. 753 MARKET ST. NEw 


CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO 


When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 











YORK RETAIL STORE 
20 EAST 33RD. ST. 
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Whenever childhood 

takes to wheels... 

there’s just one name 
to remember: 


Send 10c for 
Rollfast Skating Cap 
Address Dept. B-1 


. 


D. P. HARRIS HDW. & MFG. COMPANY 
D. P. HARRIS BLDG., NEW YORK CITY 
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ECEMBER—Let’s get busy fixing up 

gift baskets and preparing the Christ- 
mas tree. Of all the months of the year 
December leads as a good turn month which 
means that all good Scouts and Scouters are 
more than ordinarily busy. But, travelling 
in the guise of Santa Claus there comes the 
greatest of nuisances, the champion time 
waster Old Idle Five Minutes. He'd fill 
your gift baskets with empty jokes and dec- 
orate your tree with leaves from his joke 
book if you'd only pay him attention. The 
Christmas tree would then surely need lights 
so that his jokes might be seen, so unillum- 
inating are they. Say, boys, let’s dazzle 
him with a few bright ones of our own, let’s 
outshine him so far that he will sneak clean 
out of our busy way. Let’s hope we get rid 
of him at least until Christmas is over. 

For the brightest jokes sent in which are 
selected and published a Boy Scout Diary 
will be awarded. 

Hard 
Jones took his aunt out riding, 
Though wintry was the breeze. 
He put her in the rumble seat, 
To watch his anti-freeze. 


Serve ’em Right 
Wire: John, there are rats in the house. 
You'll have to get some rat biscuits. 
Hussy: Nothing doing, if the rats can’t 
eat what we do, they can go hungry. 


Infant-ry Business 
Ep: Which do you consider the most 
warlike nation? 
Frep: Vaccination, by all means. 
almost always in arms. 


Why the Chimney Flu 
Sopn.: If a burglar should break into the 


basement would the coal chute? 
Frosu.: No, but the kindling wood. 


It is 


Taking Steps to Find Out 
“Dear me,” said the absentminded pro- 
fessor as he fell down the stairs, “‘what is 
making all that racket?” 








Simple Arithmetic 


Harpportep SerGeaNnt: Now for the 
last time I ask you bunch of dumb recruits. 
What is a fortification? 

Smart Recruit: Very simple sir, two 
twentifications! 

Eh? 
ScouTMAsTER: What is the best method to 


prevent diseases caused by biting insects? 
TenperFoot: Don’t bite the insects. 


Strategy 
Instructor: Can you explain what 
strategy means? 
Private: When you run out of ammuni- 
tion and don’t want the enemy to know it, 
it is strategy to keep on firing. 


A Soft Answer 

The manager was showing a friend through 
the factory. They came to a boiler. 

“What is that over there?” asked the 
friend. 

“That is a locomotive boiler.” 

“*What do they boil the locomotives for?” 

“To make the locomotives tender,” the 
manager replied. 


THINK anv GRIN _| 


i¢ 


D BY F.J.RIGNEY {¢ 


We Give Up 
Serious: Do you enjoy Kipling? 
Furpp: Well, I don’t know, I can’t say 
I’ve ever tried. How does one kipple? 


Safety First 
“Why are you driving up and down in 
front of the hospital?” 
“For Safety; I began driving only to-day.” 


Gone to the Dogs 
Biii: Did you see my new dog? 
Joun: Yeh! I did. 
Bit: It’s a Great Dane. 
Joun: But the dog I saw was small. 
Bit: I know, the depression hit it. 


A Blow Out 
Tenverroot: The last days of Pompeii? 
Wonder what he died of. 
Seconp Crass: Didn't you hear about it? 
It was some kind of an eruption. 


And A Pen? 
ScourmasterR: What do you know about 
dairying? 
Scout: I kept a diary for a year. 


Detected It 


First Cuiass: What is Scotland Yard? 
TENDERFOOT: Two feet eleven inches. 


Considerate 

“My son,” said a father to his boy in col- 
lege, “‘see that you study well, and I have 
hopes that you will become a famous man 
some day.” 

“Oh! what’s the use?” said the young 
fellow. “There are too many monuments 
in town now.” 


Willing to Please 
Diner: Say, waiter, I don’t like the flies 
in here. 
Warrter: I’m sorry sir, but we will have 
some new ones to-morrow. 


Well He Had His Hands Full 
Hussy (on hearing burglar downstairs): 
Sh! my dear, this is to be a battle of brains. 
Wire: Oh! How brave of you to go un- 
armed. 
Forgetful 
“Why were you kept in at school?” 
“T didn’t know where the Azores were.” 
“Well, next time remember where you put 
things.” 
Both Ways 
“What do you do with your clothes when 
you wear them out?” 
“Wear them home again.” 





A Grave Affair 

A driver was busily engaged with a spade 
in the mud beside his car when a passerby 
hailed him. 

“Stuck in the mud?” 

“Oh, no,” explained the driver. “‘My 
engine died here and I am digging a grave 
for it.” 


Dark Room 


First Cuiass: Did you hear about Jack 
swallowing a kodak film yesterday? 

TenperFroot: No! I hope nothing serious 
will develop. 


When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 


steering control 


You want the fastest sled on the hill— 
aCHAMPION DeLuxe with startling 
new, patented steering device. 

Diagram shows how both runners curve 
all the way backinstead of only half way. 
Top does not move; side rails do not bend. 
But the slightest pull on the steering bar 
curves both runners in a correct arc, evenly 
distributed under the load ; eliminating the 
braking effect that slows up othersleds. No ¢ 
skidding. Thrilling, unchecked flight around cu 
the curves. No trick to outspeed the bunch 
when you ride a CHAMPION DeLuxe. 


Amazing Low Prices 


The improved CHAMPION DeLuxe is 
strong as it is speedy. Hardened grooved 
spring steel runners. Heavy pressed steel 
knees. Tough white ash top, sportily striped 
in colors. er tery - 
h $2.50, 46 inch 
67 inch $4.50, (slightly 
higher west of the Rockies or in Canada). 
The Standard CHAMPION sled also offers 
a remarkable value at lower prices. The 
name CHAMPION on any sled means a 
better sled for the money. 
If your dealer cannot supply send us money 
order, Fe dealer’s name and we ship your 
sied, all charges prepaid. Runners bend 
only half way 


KALAMAZOO SLED CO. ‘i= 


skidding drag- 
860 Third St., Mich. 


Champion 
Deluxe sleds 


WITH PRESTO MAGIC CURVE 
STEERING, CONTROL 


of speed. 


OLD WAY 


Advertisers Who Have 
Something to Sell to 
Our 206,594 Readers 


If you are thinking of advertising let us 
send you free of cost a copy of Milline 
Copy Channels. This Portfolio is only of 
interest to actual advertisers. It shows a 
method of breaking copy down into 7 fun- 
damentals, and of building up under the 
50 Appeals listed, etc. It often helps an 
advertiser greatly to strengthen his mes- 
sage. Kindly state what you have in 
mind advertising and we will at the same 
time quote the cost of the space, etc. 


BOYS’ LIFE, 2 Park Ave., New York City 








Here’s a chance tor you to make a real 








leather vest that every other fellow in 
town will want to copy. We supply the 
leather all cut and punched to pattern 
and size. You do the rest, putting the 
vest together by thongsand decorating it 
anyway you see fit—from designs we seD 
you, free, or from your own ideas. Make 
it at home—or in your handicraft class. 
EVELED Leathercraft Garments are 
made in Plymouth, N. H., by Ed May- 
nard and a group of neighbors. Let me 
tell you about the special offer that J am 
prepared to make 
fires wit EMELEDS 
their Troops. Write 
a postal to LEATWERCRAS 
Maynard 


Ed. 
Plymouth, N. H. cay 


GARMENT 
ED MAYNARD 
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FOR ALL BOYS 


Terce Time 
by the 





HERE'S a sundial-com- 

pass arrangement that 
tellstimeanywhere .. . in 
the sun. Built in a thin, 
satin-finished, solid brass 


case, it fits neatly in the 
pocket. No winding, no 
ticking . . . nothing to get 


out of order. 


See, examine, try it, and 
you'll understand why the 
SUNWATCH is endorsed 
by the leading exponents 
of outdoor life. Obtain- 
able for only One Dollar 
($1.00) at your’ Local 
Scout Distributor or direct 
from the Boy Scouts of 
America. 





PARENTS 
The SUNWATCH 


is an excellent 
birthday or Christ- 
mas gift. 


kk SUNWATCH 











“Yor HIKING, CAMPING & FISHING TRIPS- 
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Pep up the radio programe 
with Bs NE ND 
GREATEST RADIO FUN 
KER. Make the family 
and guests roar with laugh- 
ter by interrupting chain 
broadcasts tomakewittyand 
clever remarks of your own. 
Be your own announcer. 
Develop your radio talent. 
Attach Al ee WON- 
DER .E" to your 
radio oun a your own 
voice through your radio loud- 
speaker. Easily attached. Simply 
push the button—off goes the reg- 


BOUGHT 
50 MUCH che gence Seer 
ENTERTAIW,, [icieeeidalaiaaaig 


WONDER SPECIALTIES, INC. 


N , 43 

- Y ZB 1204 C. A.C. Bldg., Cleveland, Ohio 
OO inne WONDER 
4" MICROPHONE 


NEVER BEFORE 








SOMETHING NEW—DIFFERENTBIGGER 


A real scale model Graf Zeppelin, 5 feet long, of metallized 


paper-fiber; includes cabin, whirling props, etc. No spe- 
cial tools or skill needed. Be the first with this wonder- 
ful model cirigible. Complete kit (full directions) 
ONLY $1.50 postage free. Also complete kit 4-motored 
junker plane for $1. 

BILDON CO., 701 Wenonah Ave., OAK PARK, ILL. 


YOUN G MEN! 
Cuticura 


TO SAVE YOUR HAIR 
Soap 25c. Ointment 25c. Sample each free. 
Address: “Cuticura,” Dept. 19K, Malden, Mass. 


ARCHERY SETS FOR XMAS 


For young people; beautiful, 
hand-made, finely finished. 


4-A: 4 ft. 6in. Lemonwood Bow; 


three 23 in. arrows; 22 in. paper — 
target face 


gy Om ogy ye —- 
22 in. paper target face 
Clip this adv. and order to-day. 
4 Send 4c. postage for big catalog. 
L. E. STEMMLER CO., Box C-2, Queens Village, N.Y. 
FREE Get “BB MAGIC” atonce. A 
wonderful shooters’ digest—tells 
howto hold, aim and handle rifles; be- 
come a crack shot. Benjamin Super Single 
Shot now $5.00 postpaid. 
25 Shot now $9.00 postpaid. ‘WRITE for ex- 
clusive agency details. 
BENJAMIN AIR RIFLE CO., 661 N. Broadway, St. Louis, Mo. 



































Postpaid 


3 Models for $1.65 
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teri value ever offered; IDEA 
aie contains everything on 
wired to ‘bul ee 8 § Fiving Models, 
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it Pee m- om an natructions. 
Se for NEW poe ue 
DEAL AEROPLANE & a SUPPLY 
24 Weet SOMPANY, 
est 19th St., ne Y. City 








Captain of 
the Eleven 


(Continued from page 15) 


Russ Willard next. He responded with a 
plunge through a hole opened by Trot Kim- 
ball at left guard. 

“How’s that?” demanded Trot, as Russ 
made four yards. “Did I do my bit?” 

“Do it again!” barked Bo, and sent Russ 
through the same position for five yards this 
time and a first down. 

“Hey!” gasped Trot, wide-eyed. “I can’t 
open up holes right along. This baby I’m up 
against is tough!” 

“Get back in that line!’ ordered Bo. 
“You'll open up a hole any time I want it!” 
Then, to the other Garrett team members 
who had begun to perk up as a result of the 
performance, he shouted: “What’s the 
matter with you men? Letting Jim and Trot 
and Russ do all the work? Snap into it! 
You're supposed to be playing football!” 

Smarting under Bo’s continued tongue- 
lashing, Garrett's line stiffened its resistance. 
The Ludlow team felt the increased pressure 
and attempted to answer it. But Capt. Russ 
Willard had become a charge of human 
dynamite. He shot himself against the Lud- 
low line with great force. Sometimes an 
unrelenting Bo used him as much as three 
times in succession and Russ was consis- 
tently good for from two to five yards. He 
fairly ate up ground toward the Ludlow goal 
and the entire stadium was going wild. 

‘Stop that pile-driver!” screeched a Lud- 
low fan. ‘“‘He’s tearing our line to pieces! 
Work out a defense against him, you guys!” 

And just as a greatly concerned Ludlow 
threw in reinforcements against him, Quar- 
terback Bo Hardy switched to a trick play, 
Russ passing the ball to Jim who in turn 
passed to Bo who swung wide about left end. 
Ludlow, massed to stop Garrett's fullback, 
was caught off guard and Bo, with only ten 
yards to go, slipped over the goal line. 

“That's just what he did in the Parnell 
game!” cried a Garrett fan. “‘Made Russ do 
the dirty work, then sent himself over for the 
touchdown! He likes to attend to the scor- 
ing personally, but we should worry—just so 
the scoring’s done!” 

Taking his time, Capt. Russ Willard made 
sure of the point after touchdown and the 
scoreboard read: Ludlow, 13; Garrett, 7. 
“Jim, ask Russ how he’s feeling,” re- 
quested Bo of his former buddy. 

“What for?”’ demanded Jim. 

“Because I don’t think he’s made up for 
his fumble yet,” was Bo’s answer. “I’ve 
got some more work cut out for him!” 


LUPLowss quarterback once more caught 
the ball on the kick-off but his luck 
seemed to have deserted him, for blue jerseys 
of Garrett assailed him from seemingly every 
direction, and he was downed before he had 
run the ball back ten yards. The Ludlow 
team, however, commenced a slow but steady 
advance and the third quarter ended with 
Ludlow gaining another first down on Gar- 
rett’s forty-yard mark. 

The home crowd shrieked with joy as 
Garrett braced to hold Ludlow to three 
-yards in three downs. It shrieked some more 
as Ludlow’s brilliant quarterback, minus 
some of his earlier luster, was forced to call 
the old familiar, ‘‘Punt formation!”” Russ 
caught the punt and came back with it 
fifteen yards to Garrett's thirty-four-yard 
mark. 

“All right, you guys!’’ rasped Quarter- 
back Bo Hardy. “‘Let’s see what stuff you're 
made of! We're not going to let loose of this 
ball until we've carried it over Ludlow’s goal 
line!” 

**You said it!”” came a spirited response. 
Then began a sustained attack, the like of 
which Garrett had not exhibited all season. 
Nothing Ludlow could do seemed capable of 
stopping it. Again it was Capt. Russ 
Willard who did the lion’s share of the ball- 
carrying. But his stamina was slowly failing 
him and Quarterback Bo Hardy, a driving 
dynamo behind the line, at last broke his 
rule of silence by addressing him directly. 
‘It was easy enough to fumble and lose us 
the Parnell game, wasn’t it?” he razzed, un- 
mercifully. “‘ What are you going to do—lay 
down on us now just when we need you most? 
Get in there! Let’s see something!” 

“T’'ll show you something!” Russ would 
retort, and call upon some new reserve to hit 
the line again. 

Bo varied the attack with an occasional 
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HAT a thrill on Christmas morning to find so 

many things you really wanted. You open that 
mysterious long package, for example. There’s the 
rifle you had hoped for—a Winchester—one of that 
new series of safe, fast, accurate .22 repeating Win- 
chesters you heard so much about this fall. There’s 
a Winchester Camp Knife to go with it, a Winchester 
Chromaloid Flashlight and a pair of those girder type 
Winchester Roller Skates for healthy hours of fast 
fun. They’re fun-bringers, all of them. Useful too— 
way past the stage of toys. Merry Christmas is right, 


Go down to your dealer’s now and look over Win- 
chester Model 62—that new rifle by an old master, 
handsome in line, perfect in balance, sturdy in con- 
struction—a full-sized he-man’s Winchester repeater 
that pumps twenty .22 Shorts, sixteen .22 Longs or 
fourteen .22 Long Rifles into game or target as fast 
as you can slide the forearm. Then, while you’re 
there, open up the flat spear blade, combination can 
opener and cap lifter, screw driver and punch blade 
of the Winchester Camp Knife. Think of the things 
they'll do. Next see the ultra-modern finish of the 
Winchester Chromaloid Flashlight—lasting, non- 
tarnishing, colorful and easy to keep clean. Note the 
scientific “bridge construction” of Winchester Roller 
Skates—the skate with a backbone. Then put the 
whole proposition up to Dad. 


WINCHESTER REPEATING ARMS COMPANY 


New Haven, Conn., U. S. A. 
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Choice 


A thrill a minute with an 


IVES Model Railroad 


HEN you’re an “engineer” of 

an Ives Line you realize all 
the thrills of real railroading. Ives 
are the slickest, smartest trains on 
the market—that’s why Ives is 
known as the Oldest Train Manu- 
facturer with the Newest Line. 


This year Ives Trains are the great- 
est values ever offered. You can 
now have more cars, real bridges, 
tunnels, semaphores and signals, 
with miles and miles of track to 
create a fascinating railway system - 
at prices never before equalled. 


Write at once for the 1932 Ives catalog. If you hurry, you will 
also receive a dandy Ives Railway Line Membership button free. 


THE IVES 


CORPORATION 


Dept. L, 200 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
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“GOLDEN RULE WEEK’ 
December I1th-18th 1932 


economists has prepared a series of 
menus and recipes to be used each 


A COMMITTEE of leading household 





GOLDEN RULE 
ECONOMY MENUS 


day during Golden Rule Week. Tempting 
and appetizing, they will provide a family 
of five with adequate sustenance for an 
entire week at a maximum cost of $8.88. 
The saving from your usual table budget 
will make it easy to follow the dictates of 
your heart toward alleviating the suffering 
of the less fortunate. 


A 48-page illustrated booklet containing 
the 21 menus, with tested recipes and valu- 
able supplementary information will be 
sent free of charge. Just sign and mail the 
coupon—TODAY. 


make giving a delight 
Send for them! 


Golden Rule Foundation, 
6 E. 42nd St., New York, N.Y. 


Please send me illustrated book- 
let containing 21 Golden Rule 
Economy Menus, with tested 
recipes. 














the most part he relied on a power drive. 
With five minutes of the last quarter re- 
maining, Capt. Russ Willard stumbled 
through a hole made for him by a Trot Kim- 
ball who had done herculean work at left- 
guard, and was thrown heavily on Ludlow’s 
nine-yard line. 

“First down for Garrett!” announced the 
referee. ‘Goal to go!” 

“Goal to go!” repeated Quarterback Bo 
Hardy, hauling a dazed Russ to his feet. 
“Did you hear that, old-timer? ‘Goal to 
107!” 

‘Goal to go!’ muttered Russ, as Bo shoved 
him back into position. “‘Gimme the ball!” 

“* Now look out for a trick play!”” warned 
a wise Garrett fan. “It’s time that Bo took 
the ball himself!” 

But Bo gave the ball to Jim instead. Lud- 
low rose up, however, and hurled him back 
for a loss of a yard. 

“Take it yourself!”’ pleaded Jim. 

“No!” hissed Bo in his ear. “I’m giving it 
to Russ. He’s earned the right to take this 
pigskin across! I couldn’t rob him of this 
touchdown!” 

“Rob him?” gasped Jim, staring hard at 


0. 

“That’s the way I'd feel about it,” was 
Bo’s answer. 

“But Russ is practically all in!” cried 
Jim. “He may not be able to make it!” 

““We'’ve got to help him make it!” ex- 
ploded Bo. “A man who’s brought us this 
far! We ought to be able to carry him ten 
yards!” 

Garrett team members, hearing the signal, 
girded themselves for the final push. Second 
down, ten yards to go. The Ludlow line 
broke apart and Capt. Russ Willard went 
reeling through. He was hit hard at the 
three-yard line and was lifted to his feet by a 
solicitous Bo Hardy and a mightily concerned 
Jim Morrison. 

“He hasn’t got another plunge in him!” 
was Jim’s verdict. 

“He's going over this next time, and no 
one’s going to lay a hand on him!” declared 
Bo. “Trot old man, it’s up to you! This is 
the last hole I’m going to ask you to open!” 

“Thanks be for that!” breathed Trot, and 
crouched in his place on the line for a final 
effort. 

“Now, listen, Russ!’’ Bo directed, as Gar- 
rett’s captain swayed in his position, looking 
confused. “You're going to make up for 
your fumble next play, understand? You're 
going to win this game! You're going 
through for a touchdown!” 

“Touchdown?” murmured Russ, vaguely. 
‘Just gimme the ball! . . . Touchdown!” 


wit spectators wildly excited, the ball 

snapped back. Quarterback Bo Hardy 
personally saw to it that Capt. Russ Willard 
found the hole Trot opened for him. He 
followed his captain through this hole as it 
closed in on him, and went down in the heap 
which buried them both, but he knew—even 
before willing hands reached down and un- 
tangled him from the pile—that Garrett’s full- 
back had completed his day’s work. Capt. 
Russ Willard had scored after as great a dis- 
play of sheer power as had ever been seen 
on Garrett field. His touchdown had tied the 
score and now time was taken out as he 
stretched, quite exhausted, on the cold and 
matted grass beyond the last boundary line. 

“Buck up, Russ—you’ve got to kick the 
goal!” Bo cried, kneeling by his side. 

“‘He can’t kick goal!” protested Jim. “‘It’s 
taking too big a chance! We've got this 
game sewed up if... .” j 

“Okay!” Russ answered, and grinned 
crookedly. 

“Then kick that old ball between the yoal 
posts and let’s call it an afternoon!” said Bo. 

Russ nodded. He was still a bit shaky as 
he lined up with the team, but his shakiness 
left him as the ball came skimming back, a 
perfect pass from center. Garrett’s line held 
fast to enable Russ to get his kick-off, un- 
hurried. And, with the pigskin’s sailing 
over the uprights, the Garrett stands went 
stark, staring mad! It was later said that 
the yells were heard twenty miles away in 
the next county. But all the noise was 
simply caused by the changed appearance of 
the scoreboard which now read: 


GARRETT 14 
LUDLOW 13 


“Russ, you old warhorse!” Bo cried, and 
slapped his Captain on the back. But two 
minutes of time remained and Garrett had no 
intention of again letting the game slip 
through her fingers. She kicked off to Lud- 
low and the ball was downed on Ludlow’s 
thirty-three-yard line. 
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**Look out for passes!”’ Garrett supporters 
warned. 

Three quick passes were tried, Ludlow 
accepting the two five-yard penalties which 
resulted when the passes proved incomplete. 
Ludlow’s quarterback then dropped back for 
what appeared to be a punt. 

“It’s a trick play!” guessed an anxious 
Garrett rooter. “‘They won't kick so near 
the end of the game!” 

But, in this, the guesser was wrong because 
Ludlow’s quarterback did kick, a long spiral- 
ling punt which Quarterback Bo Hardy 
saw was going to clear his head. He turned 
his back and raced after it, then turned 
again and reached up. The pigskin bounced 
in his arms and out. 

“*A fumble!” shrieked the stands. 

Ludlow team members, following down 
desperately after the punt, now put on extra 
speed in a frenzied effort to reach the free 
ball. Two of them dived for it, clutched it 
between them and rolled over and over with 
Quarterback Bo Hardy falling atop them on 
Garrett’s twenty-seven-yard mark. 

“I’m sorry, gang!” Bo apologized as the 
teams lined up with Ludlow in possession of 
the ball. 

“What diff does it make?” soothed Jim. 
“‘Ludlow’s only got time for one more play!” 

But the Ludlow quarterback, who had been 
quite thoroughly squelched this last half, was 
excitedly calling his men back for a huddle. 
Timers got their heads together on the side- 
lines and consulted watches. 

“Look out! Ludlow’s got one last trick 
up their sleeves!’’ warned the Garrett stands. 

The Ludlow players came out of their 
huddle. As they did so the crowd exclaimed 
in breathless surprise: “They’re going to try 
for a field goal!” 

““That’s right!” muttered a Garrett rooter, 
nervously, “a field goal could win for them 
sixteen tofourteen! Oh, boy! Break that up, 
Garrett! . . . There must be only seconds 
to play! Why don’t they call time?” 

Ludlow’s quarterback wasted not a second 
calling signals. His team was scarcely lined 
up than he snapped his fingers and the ball 
came back. He caught it deftly and dropped 
it toward his upswinging toe. As he kicked, 
the timer’s gun banged, ending the game. 
Every eye on the gridiron and in the packed 
stands watched the flight of the pigskin 
upon which the whole fate of the great battle 
depended. A deathly stillness gripped the 
stadium for an agonizing moment. Then 
Ludlow fans suddenly lost their reason. 
Their amazing little quarterback had pro- 
duced in the pinch. His dropkick from the 
thirty-seven-yard mark had just cleared the 
bar! Garrett High had lost her second big 
game in the last minute of play! Both 
defeats, ironically enough, were directly 
traceable to unfortunate fumbles, the fumble 
in the Parnell game by Russ giving Parnell 
the necessary touchdown to win, and the 
fumble in this Ludlow contest by Bo, giving 
Ludlow the necessary opportunity to recap- 
ture the ball and kick the field goal! 

“It’s all my fault!” sobbed a broken- 
hearted Bo Hardy. “TI spoiled the greatest 
game we ever played! And after Russ mak- 
ing up for his fumble, too! To think of the 

y I bawled him out! A lot I’ve got to 
say!” 

Jim Morrison led him off the field, a dis- 
consolate figure. In the __locker-room, 
brought face to face with the fellow who had 
been elected captain in place of him, Bo 
raised his chin, defiantly. 

**All right,” he challenged. “Tell me 
what you think of me, Russ! I didn’t spare 
you last game! I’m not expecting to be 
spared now!” 

“I’m not going to spare you!” promised 
Russ, as team members crowded around. 
“I know just how you feel, old man. There's 
nothing any of us can do about it . . . it was 
just in the cards, I guess. But I just want to 
say that I’m proud to have gone down to 
defeat with a fellow who’ wouldn’t give up, 
who didn’t know what it meant to quit and 
who wouldn’t let any of us quit. That counts 
with me more than winning, because its 
often lots easier to win than to lose!” 

Bo Hardy’s eyes suddenly blurred. He 
rubbed them vigorously, then ventured @ 
look around to see the whole squad eyeing 
him, warmly. It seemed to him then, that 
his ever having wanted to be captain had 
paled into insignificance. . 

“Oh, say!” he suddenly exclaimed, a bit 
embarrassed at the regard which was being 
shown for him. “I hope you guys will excuse 
me. I’ve got to write my uncle. You see, 
I’ve let him think I was captain . . . and! 
want to tell him now what a swell game the 
guy played who really was captain!” 

Tue Eno. 
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FOR ALL BOYS 


Hiking With Green Bar Bill 


(Concluded from page 20) 


bottles of bronzes (silver, red gold, yellow 
gold, green, blue)—any combination of 
colors you like) and a small atomizer from the 
five-and-ten. Spray the weeds, dry them and 
arrange them in artistic bunches. 


A PATROL LEADER friend of mine 
stopped me the other day. 

“Are you coming to our toy show next 
week?” he wanted to know. 

“Toy show? What would I be doing there? 
I don’t use any toys nowadays,” I told him. 

“That's just it,” he said. “But we use 
em. 

And so it developed that a toy show is not 
an exhibition of toys, but a Boy Scout show 
where you pay a toy in admission for an hour 
of good fun. 

The place will be crowded! It was last 
year during each of 
their three shows, I 
was told. The Troop 
meeting-room was 
filled to capacity 
three times by 
crowds of boys and 
girls and a _ few 
parents who had 


Ten Scout Teasers 
Test your knowledge on these ten teasers. ASM 
Then try them on your friends. ‘ 
stuck you will find the answers on another 
page of the magazine. 
—GREEN Bar But. 


AND now let us dip into the mail-bag a 

the suggestions of a couple of Green Bar 
Men. Here they are— 
Hello“ Bill” :— 

I am a Jr. A.S.M. and lucky enough to be 
in close contact with Patrol activities in 
Troops—notice the plural, for, I have con- 
tact with not only my own Troop but with 
one in a neighboring town. When I studied 
the Handbook for Patrol Leaders back in 
1930, I got the idea of making up a Patrol 
Leader’s Training Course based on that text, 
and, as there was a demand for such a course 
at the time, the idea was promptly adopted. 

Since then we have run three courses, with 
thirty-two boys of my own Troop and of 
another Troop in our District taking part. 

This intensive study of the Handbook has 
certainly helped to put the Patrol Method 

across in the two| 

Troops. 

John E. Spencer, Jr., 
If you get Roselle Park, 
New Jersey. 


And I bet it gave 
you a complete, 





come to see what 
Scouts can do. And 
everyone’ had 
brought a toy, an 
old one ’tis true, but 
one which could still 
be used. 4. WwW 

After the shows 


for safe skating? 


paint jobs were dis- 
tributed among the 
Patrols and it was a 
proud Troop which 
finally during Christ- 
mas week distributed 
more than two hun- 
dred pieces of as- 
good-as-new toys to 


name stand for? 


the year? 


wind blow? 





1. Give, within 100,000, the number of John 
Boy Scouts in the world. 
2. What is the minimum thickness of ice 


3. Is the turkey a native bird of America Bill:— 
or from where did it come? 
hich knot is used for tying the two 
free ends of the neckerchief together? 
tr og 5. What is a Jamboree? 
the ig 28m and re- 6. What does the E. in James E. West’s 


7. Why do green woods burn better in 
autumn and winter than in any other time of 


8. What position does the President of the 
United States occupy in regard to Scouting? 
9. What countries’ national anthems have 
the same tune as ‘‘ My Country ’tis of Thee’’? 
10. Toward what point does a northeast 


course in leadership 
at the same time, 


Dear Green Bar 


This summer at 
our camp nine boys 
became Eagle Scouts. 
Those nine (I am one 
of them) with the 
consent of our Scout- 
master started an 
Eagle Service Patrol. 

When new mem- 
bers come into the 
Troop we help them 
until they are as- 








many happy young- 
sters. 

Just imagine how much fun your Patrol 
could get out of doing this stunt on a smaller 
scale! 


WHILE we are talking about happifying 
—as Bill Shakespeare calls it—let me 
tell you of another Troop. 

Between Christmas and New Year’s 
every year (it is a tradition!) they have what 
they call a “Kim-eve.” I bet you never 
heard that before! A crazy word, isn’t it? 
Yet it isn’t so very crazy when you come to 
analyze it. 

Kim, as you may remember, is the Indian 
boy hero of one of Kipling’s books. He was 
always smiling, always helping others, and 
so they called him “Little friend of all the 
world.” You see, ““Kim-eve” isn’t such a 
bad word after all for an evening which is 
meant to make some other boys happy. 

“How do they do it?” you want to know. 

Each Patrol is asked to bring a certain 
number of boys from the neighborhood. 
The Patrol Leaders’ Council plans a few 
games, the Scout mothers get together and 
bake cakes, the Troop Committee finances 
the cocoa, and everybody contributes good 
humor. 

That shouldn’t be such a difficult task for a 
wide-awake Troop. 

And a swell time will be had by all—you 
and your guests alike. 


signed to a Patrol. 
When a Patrol 
Leader wants assistance or advice we are 
there to help him. 
I hope that our Patrol may be a real asset 
to our Troop. 
Billy Newberry, Eagle Scout. 


It can’t help helping so long as you stick to 
your ideals of service. 


But I must be signing off now. If I don’t 
I won’t get any hibernating done this 
winter. 
Here is something to think about. 
“We are not what we think we are, but what 
we think, we are.” (There’s a comma for 
you!) 


And here’s to a Happy Christmas! 

May all your wishes come true! And may 
you, and your Patrol and your Troop, be the 
means of making the wishes of somebody 
else come true at this Christmas season! 

Let me hear from you about your Patrol 
problems, your meetings, your hikes, and 
what have you! 

Until next month! 

















FIRST PRIZE $10.00 


2 PARK AVENUE, 





1932 


Green Bar Bill offers two prizes for the best 


LINOLEUM-CUT CHRISTMAS CARDS 


Get going, send your Christmas card to Green Bar Bill and win a prize. 


Don’t forget to write your name and But before you go ahead you may want 
address on it (if you are a Scout, also your 
Rank, and the name of your Patrol and 
Troop). 


to get Green Bar Bill’s booklet about 
linoleum cuts. It’s yours for the ask- 
ing. Just write for it. 


Send before January 1, 1933 to 
Green Bar Bill, BOYS’ LIFE 













SECOND PRIZE, $5.00 


















NEW YORK, N. Y. 











FEATS OF WIZARDRY 


make boy chemist famous 











Here you are, boys. . 
Gilbert Chemistry Outfit Number 6. Con- 
tains chemicals and equipment for hundreds 
of thrilling experiments and mystifying illu- 
sions. All packed in a professional metal 
cabinet that looks like a million dollars! 
It costs only $5.50. There are many other 
sets at $1 to $20. 








When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 


From a pitcher of water he pours wine 
into one glass, milk into another! 
He changes water into fire! He makes 
invisible ink! Right before the eyes of 
his wondering friends. Then, one 
after another, he performs dozens of 
other unbelievable chemical feats. 

His friends think he’s magic. But 
now his secret is out in the open. 
You can do all these mysterious things 
yourself{ Everything you need, in- 
cluding equipment, materials and 
complete step-by-step instructions, 
lies beneath the cover of my new im- 
proved Chemistry Outfits. 
Breath-taking magical feats of old 
Europe, Asia and the Orient pale to 
insignificance compared with the 
mystifying scientific tricks you can do 
with a Gilbert Chemistry Outfit. 
Nor is that all. My new book, 
“Modern Chemistry,” which comes 
with the Outfits, tells you in words 
you all understand, the complete 


story of modern chemistry and the 
achievements of world-famed chem- 


ists. It prepares you for the marvels 


‘( sree @ee 
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the new improved 


that are to come. It gives you a use- 
ful knowledge of this modern science. 


How to get it 


Did you ever hear of a more perfect 
Christmas gift? Well, just send for my 
Free booklet, “A Carnival of Chem- 
istry,” which describes and pictures 
every outfit. Show it to your father. 
Tell him that Gilbert Chemistry Out- 
fits are on sale at all toy stores and 
departments. Caution him that all 
genuine Gilbert Chemistry Outfits 
have the name Gilbert on the cover, and 
are made by the same company that 
makes the famous Erector, Mysto 
Magic, and Big Boy Tool Chests. 


$1 and up 


My Chemistry Outfits are not expen- 
sive. The prices are $1 to $20. The 
smaller Outfits are complete in all de- 
tail, but of course the larger the outfit 
the more exciting experiments are pos- 
sible. I hope you get your Gilbert 
Chemistry Outfit this Christmas. 
Don’t forget that coupon. Mail it to 
The A. C. Gilbert Company, 336 Erec- 
tor Square, New Haven, Connecticut. 


The first 50,000 boys 
FREE who mail this coupon 

will receive free, Mr. 
Gilbert’s new booklet, “A Carnival of 
Chemistry,” illustrating and describing every 
single outfit and telling what you can do 
with each set. It is the most thrilling catalog 
you ever saw. It tells how you can get a 
Gilbert Chemistry Outfit for Christmas. But 
get your coupon in quickly, before the supply 
is gone. 








THE A. C, GILBERT CO. 
336 Erector Square, New Haven, Conn. 


Send me booklet ‘‘ A Carnival of Chemistry” FREE. 





TUNE IN 


‘*‘BRING ’EM BACK ALIVE’’ FRANK BUCK. 
Sundays 5:45 E.S.T.—N.B.C. Network—see local listing. 
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BOYS’ LIFE 


What Books for Christmas? 
Sixty Newest Books for Boys 


Selected by 
FRANKLIN K. MATHIEWS 
Chief Scout Librarian 
and 


E. O’CONNOR 
Assistant Editor, BOYS’ LIFE 


SWIFT RIVERS. 
By Cornelia Meigs. 


Of the earliest logging down the Missis- 
sippi from northern Minnesota to St. Louis. 
A fine story, filled with the sweep of great 
waters and the hazardous life of river pilots 
and raft hands, and notable for the number of 
characters in it that are real and alive to the 
reader, and for the style of its telling. 

(Little. $2.00.) 


THE GUNS OF YORK- 
TOWN. 

By John Murray Reynolds. 

A sequel to BUGLES AT MIDNIGHT in 


which the hero of that book serves under 
General Greene and in the Yorktown cam- 
paign. A good story and a good fictioniza- 
tion of events leading to a great event. 
(Appleton. $2.00.) 


YOU FIGHT FOR TREAS- 
URE. By E. A. Stackpole. 


The characters that appeared in SMUG- 
GLERS LUCK reappear in an exciting 
yarn that leads them to pirate treasure, to 
Algiers and a rescue from the Barbary pirates. 

(Morrow. $2.00.) 


THE ROAD TO CAROLINA. 
By Marjorie Hill Allee. 


The hero goes south to visit Quaker rela- 
tives just before the Civil War, and valiantly 
serves the Union troops during the siege of 
Knoxville. (Houghton. $2.00.) 


THESE UNITED STATES. 
By Gertrude Hartman. 


A swiftly running account of the elements 
that have made our country, from the time 
it was formed geologically; settled by Red- 
man; discovered by Europeans, etc., etc., 
down to the events that finally shaped the 
Republic. The illustrations on almost every 
page add greatly to its interest and attrac- 
tiveness. (Macmillan. $5.00.) 


OPEN RANGE. 
By Hildegarde Hawthorne. 


The first fencing of the open cattle ranges 
in New Mexico, and the trouble that ensued, 
are worked into lively and entertaining story. 

(Longmans. $2.00.) 


i Advenitiirous {iv 


YOUNG LAFAYETTE. 
By Jeanette Eaton. 


A Major General at nineteen—such was 
Lafayette under Washington’s command. 
Fiction seldom offers a hero more alluring, 
and like fiction reads this first full story of 
Lafayette’s amazing American adventures. 

(Houghton. $2.50.) 


GOOD LUCK, LIEUTENANT! 
By Russell Gordon Carter. 


Portrays the experiences of a young man 
who goes to France with the romantic idea 
of war. Experiencing the horrors and tragedy 
of service with the A. E. F., his whole atti- 
tude was changed. (Little. $2.00.) 


NATHAN HALE. 
By Jane Darrow. 


An interesting portrayal of the brief life 
of one of the most appealing of our national 
heroes. Fictionized to the extent of supply- 
ing some conversations, suggesting thoughts 
and moods and feelings. 


(Century. $2.00.) 











IF THERE is no bookstore in your town 
all the books listed on these pages may 
be ordered by mail, postpaid, from the 


Boy Scouts of America 
New York, N. Y. 


2 Park Avenue 








BAW FO we ORT Pa 


BOYS WHO BECAME 


PRESIDENT. 
By William Heyliger. 


Swift, human interest portraits of the boy- 
hood of our more interesting Presidents, 
from Washington down to Herbert Hoover. 
The author has chosen unusual incidents, 
with many little known facts and events. 

(Nelson. $1.50.) 


GEORGE WASHINGTON: 
The Soul of a Nation. 


By M. D. Holmes. 


An excellent presentation of the war years 
and the difficulties that beset Washington, 
in which he proved himself the spirit that 
held together all the elements working, some- 
times together but often against one another, 
for the Revolution. 


(Winston. $2.00.) 


DISCOVERING CHRISTO- 
PHER COLUMBUS. 


By Charlotte Brewster Jordan. 


In a pleasantly told story the reader will 
learn much about Columbus as it was 
learned by an American boy who followed his 
footsteps in Spain, and much about that 
romantic land through young Christopher’s 
sightseeing. (Macmillan. . $3.00.) 


THE SIGN OF THE BUFFALO 
SKULL. By Peter O. Lamb. 


The life of Jim Bridger, famous as trapper, 
explorer, guide and Government scout, with 
many stories and incidents from the lives of 
other men of the frontier with whom he was 
associated. (Stokes. $2.00.) 


SONS OF LIBERTY. 
By Inez N. McFee. 


A series of chapters giving dramatic ac- 
count of certain battles, incidents, campaigns, 
that will especially interest those who have 
read brief histories only of the Revolution. 

(Macrae. $2.00.) 








THE ADVENTURES OF TOM 
SAWYER. 
By Mark Twain. 


A young people’s classic in a good inex- 
pensive edition, illustrated with striking pic- 
tures by N. C. Wyeth. 


(Winston. $1.25.) 


gp Couls a, their, Interests 


= 


BOY HEROES OF TO-DAY. 
By Dan Beard. 


Circumstantial accounts of the rescues for 
which two hundred and fifty Gold Medals 
for Saving Life have been awarded to Boy 
Scouts; a record of which all Scouts should 
be proud and with which all should be 
familiar. (Brewer. $1.75.) 


BOY SCOUTS AT THE 
GRAND CANYON. 
By Walter Prichard Eaton. 


A good travel story showing how two 
boys by their good Scout training won a 
splendid trip and knew how to make the 
most of it; features those Berkshire Scouts 
who have appeared in a number of good 
Scouting stories. (Wilde. $1.75.) 


SCOUT NATURALISTS IN 
THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS. 
By Alger L. Fast, Boynton 
S. Kaiser, Donald G. Kelley. 


Experiences of a group of Eagle Scouts who 
formed the second Scout Expedition into our 
National Parks. They searched for architec- 
tural remains in cliff dwellings and fossils in 
canyons, prepared exhibits for park museums 
and had a glorious time. (Brewer. $1.75.) 


THE BOY SCOUTS’ YEAR 
BOOK. Edited by 
Franklin K. Mathiews. 


Adventure is the keynote this year and 
readers will find stories and articles by many 
of their favorites among Boys’ Lire writers 
and also the complete diary which George 
Washington kept during his first surveying 
trip at sixteen. (Appleton. $2.50.) 


When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 


BOB’S HILL BOYS IN THE 
EVERGLADES. 
By Charles Pierce Burton. 


Another volume in a popular series about 
a group of Scouts with whom readers have 
enjoyed many adventures. (Holt. $1.75.) 


BEHIND THE GREAT 
SMOKIES. 
By Paschal N. Strong. 


After a long absence, Stanley Wayne re- 
turns to the Great Smokies of North Caro- 
lina to help his mountaineer family. He had 
many difficult and hazardous experiences, 
in all of which he found his Scout training of 
greatest help. A Boys’ Lire serial. 

(Little. $2.00.) 
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YOUNG AMERICA LOOKS 
AT RUSSIA. By Judy Acheson. 


Written by a fifteen-year-old girl who had 
opportunity to travel up and down Soviet 
Russia and to make contacts with young 
people there who expressed to her their 
views which often arouse interesting and 
shrewd comment on her part. The most 
interesting of the flood of books written by the 
young and contains information of real value 
to young Americans. (Stokes. $1.75.) 


GARRAM THE CHIEF. 
By Herbert Best. 


African tribal life portrayed in a story of 
adventure and achievement in the experi- 
ence of a young chief who appeared in an 
earlier story. (Doubleday. $2.00.) 


BACK OF TIME. 
By M. I. Ross. 


“Back of Time” has its setting in Australia. 
There, in mysterious jungles, amidst primi- 
tive peoples and wild beasts, a boy has ad- 
ventures enough to satisfy any reader’s appe- 
tite for an exciting tale. (Harper. $2.00.) 


SHUTTLE AND SWORD. 
By Hawthorne Daniel. 


Bruges and Ghent in their great days in 
the fifteenth century and their struggles 
against their overlord, the Count of Flan- 
ders, with a boy’s experiences to make the 
story exciting. (Macmillan. $1.75.) 


THE MASTER MONKEY. 
By Dhan Gopal Mukerji. 


Among the Hindus, Hanuman, the mon- 
key-god. is the patron saint of every form of 
athletics. With charm and beauty the 
author recites those colossal experiences 
ascribed to Hanuman in Hindu epics and 
folklore. (Dutton. $2.50.) 


THE RAGGED STAFF. 
By C. M. Edmondstone 
and M. L. F. Hyde. 


England during the Wars of the Roses 
with Warwick the King-Maker at the 
height of his power and in his defeat and 
death with a page of his household, devoted 
to him and to his daughter, Anne, as the hero 
of a thrilling story. (Longmans. $2.00.) 


MODERN MERCURIES. 
By Lloyd George 
and James Gilman. 


A history of communication through writ- 
ing and by the sending of verbal and written 
messages, by runners and riders, by coach, 
ship and train, telephone and telegraph. 
plane and radio. Full of interesting facts. 

(McBride. $3.00.) 


December 








yut 
ive 


re- 
ro- 
ad 


of 


.S 
n. 
jad 
iet 
ing 
eir 
nd 
ost 


the 


ni- 
ad- 
pe- 


el. 


les 
an- 
the 


ji. 
on- 
| of 
the 
ces 


ind 


ne 
le. 


ses 
the 
und 
ted 


ero 


ge 
in. 
rit- 
ten 
ch, 


cts. 





FOR ALL BOYS 





41 


Books Boys Like Best 


THE SEVENTH SWORDS- 
MAN. By Gunby Hadath. 


The mystery story is unfailingly desirable 
to young readers, and this is a good one, its 
scene an old manor house on the English 
moors. (Century. $2.00.) 


THE VENGEANCE OF FU 
CHANG. By Winifred Howard. 


A lively story of the experiences of an 
American boy and his sister in China when 
they become involved in the difficulties that 
beset their father’s business and win the 
enmity of a group of Chinese rogues. 


(Oxford. $1.75.) 


AIR TRAVELERS. 
By Laura A. Large. 


Excellent judgment is shown in selecting 
the high points in the history of air travel, 
and they are pleasantly presented. 

(Lothrop. $1.50.) 


YOUNG FU OF THE UPPER 
YANGTZE. 
By Elizabeth Foreman Lewis. 


Artisan life in a Chinese city little touched 
by foreign influence as seen in the career of 
an apprentice to a coppersmith. The hero 
is amusing and sympathetic and his experi- 
ences are queer and full of humor or pathos. 

(Winston. $2.50.) 


NIKITA. 
By Frances B. Phelps. 


Russia in the days of the Russo-Japanese 
War and a village boy who sets out with his 
old grandmother to find his father with the 
army. The description of the mode of travel 
and the hardships of the trip present a 
picture strange to us and most interesting; 
the whole story is worth reading. 


(Harcourt. $2.00.) 


BRAN THE BRONZE SMITH. 
By J. Reason. 


The dangers and deeds of a boy in prehis- 
toric Britain as slave and fugitive, traveling 
smith, and finally master smith. A corking 
good story. (Dutton. $2.00.) 


THE GLACIER MYSTERY. 
By S. S. Smith. 


In spite of some unfortunate habits of 
style the author tells a good mystery story 
with an unfamiliar locale—the Tyrol near a 
great glacier where an American boy is 
staying with his father. (Harcourt. $2.00.) 


ON THE REINDEER TRAIL. 
By Thames Williamson. 


One adventure following upon another this 
story of two boys herding their father’s 
reindeer gives an interesting picture of such 
labor and of the habits of the reindeer. 

(Houghton. $2.00.) 





HEROES AND HAZARDS. 
By Margaret Norris. 


The romantic side of the work of bridge 
builders, deep-sea divers, pilots, riveters and 
others, as well as the danger side, is presented 
in a series of enthralling chapters. 


(Macmillan. $2.00.) 


CHARLEMAGNE AND HIS 
KNIGHTS. By Katharine Pyle. 


An interesting retelling of the famous old 
stories about Roland and Oliver, Ogier the 
Dane and Rinaldo, and many another of the 
Paladins, full of battles and enchantments. 

(Lippincott. $2.50.) 


1932 





HERDBOY OF HUNGARY. 
By Alexander Finta. In colla- 
boration with Jeanette Eaton. 


A true adventure story of boyhood years 
spent as cowboy herding horses and cattle 
on the great plains of Hungary. Thrills a 
plenty there are, but the wonderful friend- 
ship between the boy and his horse will be 
hailed with equal delight by fortunate 
readers. (Harper. $2.50.) 


LIONS, GORILLAS AND 
THEIR NEIGHBORS. 
By Carl and Mary L. J. Akeley. 


Chapters from the African experiences of 
the great museum collector and his wife, 
with some accounts of meetings with lions 
that are especially entertaining and give a 
new view of this magnificent beast. 

(Dodd. $2.50.) 


THE KING OF THE GORIL- 
LAS. By Attillio Gatti. 


Lively stories of the author’s expeditions 
to Africa told with inimitable humor and 
real dramatic effect. (Doubleday. $2.50.) 


NIGHT FLIGHT. 
By Antoine de St.-Exupéry. 
Air-mail flights in South America written 
by one of the pilots. An exquisite story for 
the imaginative reader to whom style and 
beauty in the manner of telling are im- 
portant. (Century. $1.75.) 


HE WHO SEES IN THE 
DARK. By James E. West 
and Peter O. Lamb. 


A life of Frederick Burnham, scout of 
many glamorous adventures and escapes 
in campaigns against the Indians in the 
eighties, and against the Boers in the Boer 
War. (Brewer. $1.75.) 
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JIM DAVIS. 
By John Masefield. 


A beautiful, inexpensive edition of this 
gorgeous tale of old smuggling days on the 
English coast, by a master story-teller. 

(Nelson. $1.50.) 





GHOSTS OF THE SCARLET 
FLEET. By Rear-Admiral 
E. R. G. R. Evans. 


The Spanish Main, a great treasure stolen 
from the Church, pirates and a brave com- 
pany of avengers who find the treasure after 
many years, some striking characters, fight- 
ing and daring—all the ingredients of a good 
buccaneer tale. (Farrar. $2.00.) 


LUBBERS AFLOAT. 
By Thomas J. Keane. 


Rusty and Bill voyage on a freighter from 
New York to Liverpool. They ask questions 
of every one on board until they learn all 
about the things a boy interested in shipping 
wants to know. It is all here for him set 
down in lively style. (Dodd. $2.00.) 


THE SEA LORD. 
By Aitken Limpus. 


The fictionization of the biography of 
Francis Drake lends the story of that great 
seaman reality and readableness and vivid- 
ness without interfering with the truthful 
presentation of his amazing adventures. 

(Maemillan. $2.25.) 





HOW TO SEE BIRDS. 
By Eric Fitch Daglish. 


Contains pointers on what to look for in 
identifying birds, color, beak, feet, and good 
suggestions as to methods of attracting birds. 

(Morrow. $1.50.) 


THE YEAR ROUND. 
By C. J. Hylander. 


An excellent book for the young reader 
who can have but one book for use in 
studying birds and snakes, flowers and ferns, 
trees and minerals, and who does not want 
a text book. It has some admirable tables 
for identifications. (Putnam. $2.00.) 


EXPLORING WITH BEEBE. 
By William Beebe. 


The famous naturalist has taken outstand- 
ing chapters from several of his books to 
compose one for young people and has suc- 
ceeded in making a brilliant volume of adven- 
tures with nature. (Putnam. $2.50.) 
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Notice to Parents 


As a part of its general character-building program the Boy 
Scouts of America maintain a reading program for boys. One 
of the services provided is that of carefully reviewing the great 
mass of books published for boy readers. 

We feel confident you will agree that the wider distribution 
of good books is a great benefit—books that will provide your 
boy the greatest entertainment—wholesome reading—the kind 
of books you yourself would select for him if you had the time. 


When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 








AMERICAN BOY’S BOOK 
OF BUGS, BUTTERFLIES 
AND BEETLES. By Dan Beard. 


In his own style, so liked by boy readers, 
the author gives them just the kind of in- 
formation they want, along with entertain- 
ment and many pictures, some by the author, 
others in color. (Lippincott. $3.00.) 


THE TWIN GRIZZLIES OF 
ADMIRALTY ISLAND. 
By John M. Holzworth. 


Grizzly habits and grizzly education as 
shown in the life of a mother grizzly and her 
twocubs. Also an interesting picture of Alaska 
at each season. (Lippincott. $2.00.) 





be ailineciitantine tie ae 


THE CUB BATTERY. 
By Ralph Henry Barbour. 


There is a mystery about the young hero 
which he keeps from his best friends until the 
dire need of the school Nine leads him to 
reveal it and himself for a new position on the 
team. A good story of prep school life in the 
author’s usual vein. (Appleton. $2.00.) 


FLYING AND HOW TO DO 
IT. By Assen Jordanoff. 
Clear in style and graphic in illustration 
this book will give preliminary instruction of 
value to those who wish to learn the basic 
principles of flight. (Grosset. $1.00.) 


THE MAGIC WALKING 

STICK. By John Buchan. 
e A merry tale for those who will give them- 

selves up to the idea of a stick that will take 

its owner anywhere in the world; they will 

greatly enjoy the exploits of young Bill 

while he owned the stick. 

(Houghton. $2.00.) 


MY FRIEND THE DOG. 
By Albert Payson Terhune. 


A book about great dogs by the famous 
author of LAD. The dog lover cannot make 
a mistake with one of this author's dog books 
especially in an edition so attractive and at so 
attractive a price. (Grosset. $1.00.) 


THE BOYS BOOK OF JOUR- 
NALISM. 
By George L. Knapp. 


A readable book that will be of service to 
young people who contemplate newspaper 
work, picturing the life in such wise as to 
help them in making decision for or against. 


(Dodd. $2.00.) 


LAUGH, BOY, LAUGH! 
Edited by Franklin K. Math- 
iews. 


A book of fun in story, article, joke and 
game that will appeal to every boy who loves 
to laugh. (Grosset. $1.00.) 


WHAT'S THE JOKE? 
Edited by Frank J. Rigney. 


The name of the Editor of “Think and 
Grin” is sufficient guarantee of sure fire 
entertainment in this book of laughable 
stories selected from Boys’ Lire Magazine. 

(Appleton. $1.50.) 


HOW TO BUILD A STAMP 
COLLECTION. 
By Prescott Thorpe. 


An excellent beginner’s book in which the 
experienced collector will find good sugges- 
tion and information. (John Day, $1.50.) 
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The King’s Consort 


(Continued from page 13) 


themselves, and they started their coup 
which was designed to give them this meat 
either with or without the lioness. 

But she still had a reserve of strength and 
was not nearly so exhausted as she appeared. 
Fury surged up in her, like boiling lava in a 
volcano, and, as a tornado scatters the four 
walls of a house in a twinkling, the hyena- 
dogs were sent sprawling in all directions, 
while the movements of that tawny cyclone 
in their midst were too fast for human eyes 
to follow. 

Some there were of that wild dog pack 
that never ran upon the veldt again, while 
others limped away to lick their wounds and; 
still others, who retained possession of their 
lives and skins, stood back to give this fight- 
ing lioness room. 

She had, however, not come out of this 
mad scramble unscathed, as red gashes on 
her neck, shoulders and flanks gave gory 
evidence. A few more encounters of this 
kind and she would soon be weakened, and 
a weakened beast had better not be in sight 
when hyena-dogs are about. 


ASAIN the remaining dogs sat upon their 
haunches and waited. Their numbers 
were diminished considerably, and they were 
not as quick to take the offensive, but noth- 
ing equals the hyena-dog when it comes to 
everlasting sticking to the business at hand, 
and it looked as if there could be but one end 
to this duel of the wild. 

For a while they rested from their strenu- 
ous efforts and then they were back at their 
old game, at which they are past masters, 
running in quickly, snapping—great, chop- 
ping snaps—and away; some worrying on one 
side and some on the other, with always 
several in the rear, until finally the lioness, 
outnumbered, outmaneuvered, tired, weak 
and wounded in a score of places, was forced 
to give ground. 

Back of her there was a dense thicket of 
thorn-brush, in which she had concealed her 
young and, in desperation, she made for this 
cover. The way was short, but perilous, for 
the moment she started to retreat the wild 
dogs were all at her heels, trying to ham- 
string her so she would be lamed and at their 
mercy. But she whirled twice—as only a 
cat can whirl—and sent such punishing 
strokes this way and that, in her great ex- 
tremity, that they were forced to make way. 

Then she had her back against the thorns 
and the battle balance swung in her favor, for 
no hyena-dog, however courageous, was fool- 
hardy enough to risk those deadly forepaws 
of hers in direct frontal attack. 

For a moment she faced them, roaring and 
defiant, and then she slunk into the cover of 
the thorns to be away from the harassing 
pack, to lick her wounds and rest. 

She had won through with her life, but had 
lost the very thing for which she had fought 
so desperately and so dearly; the meat of the 
kongoni, which she needed to sustain her own 
life and the lives of her cubs. 

Midst snarling and quarreling and gnash- 
ing of teeth, the wild dog pack soon reduced 
the kongoni to a mass of splintered bones, 


and when night broughi the hyena and jackal 
to the spot, these hunted for meat in vain. 

Next morning she dragged her gaunt body 
from the thicket, followed by the whimper- 
ing cubs, but a thirst burned its fire in her 
and she must needs find water before at- 
tempting a stalk. 

The water was far and with unsteady steps 
she led the way in the young dawn. They 
had covered but part of the distance when 
they met a band of hyenas, returning from 
the night’s foul deeds, and these, noting the 
dragging steps of the great tawny cat and 
smelling her numerous wounds, trailed along 
in the lion family’s wake—for it is the ne- 
farious way of their kind to dog the steps of 
those that are about to die—while overhead 
the circling vultures kept the way. 

Perhaps she sensed the meaning of their 
presence, or it may have been that her wild 
mother-love for the young at her heels sus- 
tained her faltering strength, for, somehow— 
in spite of weakness, and though the sun was 
already high—she reached her goal, and 
there at the water’s edge she lay with half- 
closed eyes, and lapped the refreshing fluid. 

A long time she rested there, alternately 
lapping water and licking wounds, until dust 
clouds warned her of approaching natives 
with cattle. Not daring to face the natives 
in her weak condition and expose her young 
to their spears, she slunk away through the 
acacia trees that led the cubs toward the 
grass-covered open veldt where the game- 
herds grazed. 

Here she tried to stalk a buck but the 
attempt was a hopeless one, for she was too 
far gone to bring down the nimble-footed 
creatures that make the veldt their home. 
Again and again she tried to get within 
springing distance of a gazelle, but her at- 
tempts were futile and it looked as if her 
hunting days were over. 

She lay down wearily, caressing her young, 
who crowded close, when suddenly her head 
went up and her ears twitched forward, as 
several sharp reports traveled across the 
veldt’s shimmering stretches from afar. She 
sniffed the air, but it told her nothing and, 
after a long wait, with straining ears and 
eyes and nose, she caught a movement against 
the horizon and soon some beast came closer 
and closer to where she and the cubs lay. 

At first the approaching beast seemed to 
be moving quite fast, but its speed diminished 
more and more until at last—when she could 
make it out clearly and knew it to be one 
of the big straight, sharp-horned. antelope 
which man calls “oryx’’—it slowed to a 
walk and finally stopped in the shadow of a 
mimosa. Here it stood for a time with 
lowered head, while the lioness and her cubs 
watched it intently. Then, all at once, its 
whole frame trembled; it dropped forward to 
its knees, rolled over on its side and moved 
no more. 

Now the lioness moved forward, followed 
by the curious cubs, but she approached this 
beast with considerable caution. To stalk a 
buck and bring it down was one thing, but 
to have one run up and drop dead before her 
eyes was another, so she regarded it with 
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‘IT’S A 
COLUMBIA’’ 


And What A Bike! Fastest thing on two wheels. 
The bicycle that every boy wants. Its full 
chromium plated forks, full chromium plated 
guards with panel striping make everybody turn 
around and look. Get a COLUMBIA by 
Christmas time. 

The COLUMBIA Catalog, handsomely illus- 
trated in colors, tells you all about the 1933 
models. Just mail this advertisement to us today 
with your name and address for your free copy. 


WESTFIELD MANUFACTURING COMPANY 


WESTFIELD, MASSACHUSETTS 


Largest manufacturers of quality bicycles and children’s 
cycles, BL 12-32 








BICYCLES 


Any boy can operate a Kelsey 
Printing Outfit, and print 
real pro’ essionalcards, sta- 
"®\ tionery, tickets, ete., make 

y \ money printing for people 


near your home. 
‘ Print a paper giving 
school news,you can 
( sellit at a profit. 
f 
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i7 Junior Presses 

.Y as low as $5.90, 
larger job presses 
$11, $29 up.. Easy 
rules with every 
outfit, any boy 
can use them; 
have fun and 
The Kelsey Company, | make money at 
Meriden, Conn. the same time. Send for free 
Catalog No. 271, showing presses, outfits and full details. 
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Statement of the ownership, management, circulation, 
etc., required by the Act of Congress of August 24, 
1912, of BOYS’ LIFE, published monthly at New York, 
N. Y., for Oct. Ist, 1932. State of New York, County 
of New York. Before me, a notary public, in and for the 
State and county aforesaid, personally appeared Paul 
W. Willson, who, having been duly sworn according to 
law, deposes and says that he is the business manager 
of BOYS’ LIFE and that the following is, to the 
best of his knowledge and belief, a true statement of the 
ownership, management, etc., of the aforesaid publication 
for the date shown in the above caption, required by the 
Act of August 24th, 1912, embodied in section 411, 
Postal Laws and Regulations, printed on the reverse of 
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publisher, editor, managing editor and business managers 
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suspicion. Also, she may have had her 
wounds in mind, and may have recalled other 
encounters with these antelope, with horns 
straight and sharp as spears, that could in- 
flict fatal wounds and were used to good ac- 
count by the pugnacious and courageous oryx. 

But her caution was groundless, for this 
oryx would never raise its head in defense 
again. A cub ran forward, smelling blood 
and meat, but she reached forward and, with 
a low warning growl, cuffed him to the rear 
where he belonged. 

Then she walked up and tested the oryx 
with an exploring paw, as if to see whether 
there was some trick about this thing, and, 
finding him actually dead, allowed the young 
to approach and proceeded to break her own 
long fast. When she and her young had fed 
long and well, so that the stomachs of the 
little fellows bade fair to brush the ground 
with roundness, she dragged what remained 
of the feast into a bush-choked donga, to save 
it from the vultures, for another meal on 
another day. 

What matters it that an exasperated 
sportsman failed to get the trophy he had 
come far to obtain? What if he did berate 
his gunbearer for being unable to keep the 
wounded oryx in sight or find its spoor among 
the maze of game trails? No luck so bad but 
that someone may benefit thereby—for, back 
in the cool shadows of the donga, ‘‘ The King’s 
Consort”’ rested full-fed and safe, with her 
young curled up in sleep at her side. 


How to Make a 
Gourd Fiddle 


(Concluded from page 21) 
is the bridge shown at (F) on Fig. 2, and (G) 
on Figs. 2 and 7 is the anchor board to which 
the ends of fiddle strings are fastened. This 
should not touch the gourd, but should be so 
arranged by lashing it to one end of the peg 
in the bottom of the board that, when the 
fiddle is strung, the anchor piece will not 
touch. The keys must be sloped gradually 
as in Fig. 8, so that the friction will hold them 
in place. The head of the keys (H) may be 
perfectly flat or modeled a bit to fit thumb 
and finger. The key holes on each side of the 
headpiece must, of course, be opposite each 
other for the reason that each key runs 
through the hole on both sides. 
That you may be exact, make the center of 
first hole a % inch from (E), Figs. 3 and 5; 
make second hole */,;) of an inch from first 
hole; make third hole °/;) of an inch from 
second hole, and make the fourth hole 4/,9 
of an inch from the last. Also, make the 
first hole on the left-hand side of (D) large 
enough for the key to fit, allowing its small 
end to protrude from the opposite side and, 
of course, the hole on opposite side must be 
smaller in order to fit small end of the key. 
Now, there are two keys on the left and 
two keys on the right, and these holes on the 
side in which the key is thrust must be larger 
than the ones on the other side through 
which they protrude. The first and third 
keys are on the left-hand side and the second 
and fourth keys are on the right-hand side. 
Bind part (D) on the neck of the gourd 
with waxed string, see Fig. 1; glue (A and B) 
on to (D) where it touches same, see Fig. 1. 
The two pieces which form the side of the 
head (C) may be simply made as (C) in Fig. 
3 or may be carved as fancy as you choose 
and as your skill will admit. Tack the two 
pieces on the protruding end of D as shown in 
Fig 5 and whittle a cylindrical stick to be 
tacked in at the top of (C). 
If you cannot find small enough brads with 
which to do this neatly, do the way I used to 
do. Take some ordinary pins and file them in 
half and then use the upper half for a brad. 
To go back to (G). Of course, in a violin 
or fiddle (G) is a curved piece of wood, but a 
flat piece of shingle will answer your purpose, 
unless you want to carve it as shown in Fig. 7. 
I might mention here that all parts of a 
violin, the keys (pegs), tail piece, neck, 
headpiece, strings and horsehair for the bows 
can be purchased from mail-order houses for 
very little money. 
After you have made a fiddle try your hand 
ata banjo. Cutthe top off so that it is like a 
dipper; clean it all out nicely then wet a piece 
of strong manilla paper thoroughly. Stretch it 
over the open part of the gourd, Fig. 9, gluing 
the paper down neatly on the side of the gourd. 
When this dries it will be as tight as a drum 
head. 
If you have sheepskin you can use that, 
but don’t stop because you do not happen 
to have sheepskin. A fellow that would stop 
at a little thing like that would never win 
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SUPER-TRAP Shells 


‘Ta trapshooting triumph of 17-year old Robert C. 
Olds in winning the Preliminary to the 1932 Grand 
American Handicap in Vandalia, O., will go down as 
one of the most dramatic events in trapshooting history. 


Bobby Olds, of Diamondale, Mich., arrived at the tourna- 
ment with just $30 in his pocket — earned digging onions 
at 75¢ a day. But due to his expert gun pointing and the 
reliable performance of Super-Trap shells in his gun, he 
went home with a fine trophy and more than $1,000. 


The annual Preliminary Handicap at Vandalia is second 
in number of entrants only to the Grand American. 
Bobby Olds won it shooting from the handicap distance 
of 21 yards (16 yards is the regular range). He outshot 
and outsmarted many of the most experienced trapshoot- 
ers of the country with the remarkable score of 99 x 100 
— shooting Western Super-Trap shells. 


There’s probably a trap club or shooting grounds near 
you. Go out and watch the shooting. It’s a fascinating 
sport. With a Western Hand Trap, a carton of White 
Flyer targets and a .12, .16, .20 or inexpensive .410-gauge 
shotgun, you can enjoy the sport yourself. And, of course, 
for best results, use Western Xpert, Field, Super-X or 
Super-Trap shells! Write us for interesting, free literature 
describing them. 


WESTERN CARTRIDGE COMPANY 


1254 Adams Street, East Alton, Ill. 
Branch Offices * + Jersey City, N.J. * »* San Francisco, Cal, 










The Winchester Model 12 Trap Grade 
Repeater is an outstanding value. Over 4 
1,500,000 Winchester repeating shot- H 
guns have been sold. For sale by dealers 
everywhere. 





his sheepskin at college. 
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The Smartest Official Wrist Watch 
a Scout can wear Costs only $5! 


A high-grade quality watch—in accuracy, in durability and in 
looks—at the price of an ordinary one. Curved to fit the wrist. 
Silver radium dial and hands. Boy Scout seal on face. Double- 
stitched removable strap. Unbreakable crystal. Chromium- 
plated case, tarnish-proof and rust-proof. In attractive box, 
imprinted with Boy Scout seal. 


It is no secret that a lot of deserving scouts are going to get a 
better Official Wrist Watch for Christmas this year than they 
ever hoped for! Obtainable at almost any store where good 
watches are sold. 


Made by THE NEW HAVEN CLOCK CO., New Haven, Conn. 
Famous Makers of Quality Time Pieces 


























Don’t buy 
poor imitations 


Look for the “Official Emblem” on 
your Boy Scout Knife 


Ben... Look for the trade name 
:: 


See this knife at your regular Hardware store ; Le 
or from official Scout headquarters. ey 


tay, 
~~ 


1. New Chisel Edge Screw Driver 

2. New Easier Cutting Can Opener 

3. New Cleaner Cutting Leather Punch 
4. Rustless Nickel Silver Lining 

5. Fancy Decorated Back 


LANDERS, FRARY & CLARK 
NEW BRITAIN, CONN. 


UNIVERSAL 
OFFICIAL 
Boy Scout 
KNnIirE No. 1585 
(Actual Size) 


Also made in Junior 
Size, No. 1586 








Gifts I Can Make for Christmas 
By Louis M. Brown 
(Prize Winner, September Contest) 


HERE are so many things I can make this 

year for Christmas gifts, but this year 
I have two considerations—use and cost. 
No matter how attractive the gift is, if not 
usable to the person to whom it is presented 
it should not be given, and as for money, well, 
I certainly don’t have it. 

I have some strips of leather left from a 
pocket book I made last year, and intend to 
make book marks for a college friend, a set 
of at least two for each person. Pen wipers 
and needle cases are easily made with scraps 
of leather, using pieces about two by three 
inches wide for the front and back; patches 
of flannel or felt a little smaller than the 
cover are then inserted between the covers, 
and all are fastened together with silk or 
leather ribbons tied through holes piercing 
the cases. 

A friend of mine just made an unusual 
present for his brother who has a “den.” 
He took an old leather lining from a dis- 
carded pocket book of his mother’s, and drew 
on it a copy of the old map as described in 
Stevenson's “Treasure Island.” The out- 
line of the map was done with black India 
ink, he “aged” the map by rubbing some 
ground into it, and crumpling it in his hand. 
A few realistic red stains were attained by 
red ink. The whole thing is about twelve 
by eighteen inches, of course the edges are 
quite uneven, giving a ragged appearance. A 
copy of any antique map would be effective, 
and perhaps easier than the one of “Treasure 
Island.” 

I have two plants I have started for gifts 
to “shut-in” friends. One is a begonia, the 
other a geranium. I found two medium 
sized flower pots, painted them jet black 
and started the tiny plants from “cuttings” 
given me by a neighbor. By December both 
should be gay and colorful. 

An attractive picture neatly framed would 
make another welcome gift. I am planning 
to frame a silhouette for my sister, who is 
fond of them. I saw a beauty in an adver- 
tisement—a ship under full sail. It is printed 
on good, heavy paper. I cut out the picture 
and pasted it on white cardboard, allowing 
a three-inch border on three sides, two and 
a half inch border on the top. I found an 
old narrow frame in the attic which I painted 
black; passepartout would answer the same 
purpose, however. I have been watching 
rubbish heaps for an old broken glass, which 
I can have cut the size of my picture. 

I have made a pair of book ends for Dad. 
I used the following articles: two metal book 
ends such as are used in Public Libraries, 
(found mine in a second-hand store), two 
old leather covered books which are at least 
two and a half inches wide and seven inches 
high, silk thread and needle and a thin, 
strong glue. The books are old French med- 
ical books of no value, which I paid but 
a few cents for. I cleaned them, inserted the 
metal upright of the book ends about one- 
third from the back cover after I had fastened 
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the covers to the pages with glue, and also 
glued the pages shut, putting the glue on 
every twentieth page or so, and only in the 
middle of the page, leaving the top free. | 
“sewed” the metal upright to about ten 
pages, with the silk thread, then glued these 
firmly. The handsomeness of these book ends 
depends, of course, upon the books used. Be 
sure, also, your metal foundations are not too 
large for the books, if you want to make a 
pair. I have seen very attractive book ends 
made by covering or painting these cheap 
metal frames I used. Leather, heavy paper 
or oil cloth may be used to cover them. 

Boxes of all shapes make welcome gifts, 
when needed. My mother has wanted a 
glove and handkerchief box, so I plan to 
make her one. I will use very light wood, 
perhaps cigar boxes well cleaned. I will 
make the box about twelve by eighteen 
inches, by three inches high. I intend to 
separate it into two or three compartments 
by strips of wood, make the lid and finally 
paint the box. I want to use black enamel 
with a very fine line of red for trim. A pic- 
ture could be pasted on the lid, and then 
shellacked if desired. Last of all I will fasten 
the lid on the box with hinges, and also screw 
a two-inch chain on the inside of the box to 
the lid so it does not drop back too far when 
opened. Waste paper boxes, tool chests, 
window boxes, utility boxes, all are attractive 
when finished and simple to construct, if one 
has the material and such things are needed. 

I have mentioned articles for gifts I can 
make which I believe my friends and family 
want and need. There are, of course, innumer- 
able other things a boy can make. There is 
one thing, however, I can make. You can 
make, every member of the family and every 
friend and stranger can make, and that 
thing is the grand Spirit of Christmas found 
in every home, rich or poor. 


Fire 
By R. C. Jopling, Jr. 

THIS is a typical oil-well fire; it occurred at 

Sinclair Cole No. 1, in an Oklahoma oil 
field. The blaze was in the world’s deepest 
well; it came and went, wreaking havoc, and 
leaving destruction. It snuffed out five 
lives—five more sacrifices on the altar of the 
Black King! 

The Black Gold is soaring aloft. The job 
is done, with the exception of a minor thing— 
dragging the tools away. With precision, the 
men approach the spouting stream of delug- 
ing oil. 

They drag the tools slowly away. A huge 
wrench taps the steel shaft slightly. A small 
spark is thrown out feebly, but it is caught 
up by the gas of the oil, and a deafening 
explosion follows. 

The platform takes to the sky. Following 
on the heels of the concussion comes a deaf- 
ening roar, increasing steadily in volume. 

The men writhe in agony and from the 
inferno of blazing oil comes a man. He 
staggers, his clothes aflame, teeters and falls 
into the watchful arms of one of the terrified 
onlookers. 

The rig is ablaze, a majestic sight! 





Any reader of BOYS’ LIFE may 
contribute. 

Manuscripts must be typewritten or 
written legibly in ink on one side of the 
paper only; folded, never rolled, and ac- 
companied by a stamped self-addressed 
envelope. Manuscripts must reach this 
office on or before December 25th. 

In the upper right-hand corner of the 
first page of the manuscript must 
appear the words “‘For The Readers’ 


2 Park Avenue 








$25.00! | 
For the Best Manuscript Submitted to This Page! 


We shall continue to use a variety of stories, observations, verse 
and how-to-make in this department and pay for them at the 
usual rate, but in addition we shall give a prize of $25.00 each 
month for the best manuscript on a subject to be designated. 


The subject for December is Wuat I CoL.ect. 


THE RULES ARE AS FOLLOWS: 


Address the envelope: 


THE READERS’ PAGE CONTEST 
BOYS’ LIFE 


Page Contest,’”’ the name of the author 
and his age; if a Boy Scout or a Lone 
Scout, his rank and Troop number; his 
address, the number of words in the 
manuscript. 

Manuscripts must not exceed 1,000 
words, and, other things being equal, 
preference will be given to a shorter 
over a longer manuscript. In case of a 
tie the full award will be given each 
tying contestant. 


New York City 
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FOR ALL BOYS 


Relays are rushed to a well-fire fighters’ 
company of world renown in Tulsa. By 
night, the necessary equipment is drawn up. 
The next morning following a watchful night, 
the plans begin. First, the tools must be 
moved from the platform. A huge turbine 
engine with a propeller, fan-shaped, is started. 
It blows the blaze to the opposite side of the 
well. Then two gangs of men, protected by 
asbestos suits, with a steel shield in front of. 
them, and hoses playing them with water 
from the rear, advance to within one hundred 
feet of the geyser of flame, and cast chains 
on the tools, thus dragging them away. 

Meanwhile busy reporters keep the world 
informed of the progress of the fire. 


Next, nitro-glycerine is catapulted into the 
inferno. There is a huge explosion, but the 
flames still roar! After several such un- 
successful attempts, the gangs advance, as 
they did to obtain the tools, and surround 
the blaze with truck-loads of high explosives. 

Finally at nearly sunset, the explosives are 
ready. One man silently presses a lever 
down. Simultaneously, geysers of earth 
spout up, a blinding flash, a peal of thunder, 
then lo, the blaze is no more! 

As the sun, a fiery ball, sinks beneath the 
horizon, amid the cheers of workmen, the fire 
isout! For forty-eight hours it blazed, bring- 
ing death and spreading terror, but at last it 
passively submitted to an overdose of T. N. T.! 


Assisted by Muggsy 


(C@ntinued from page 7) 





“No, I’m not! And you can 

“Except a ittie-bittie dog,” I chuckled. 

Ferdy got red. “You lay off that! I 
wasn’t scared. I was just—just startled. 
Anyway, I explained all that, and—and 
you'd be the same way, I'll bet!” 

One day, over on Main Street, one of 
those yippy little Poms had burst out of a 
doorway and tried to nip Ferdy’s ankle and 
Ferdy had let out a screech and started up 
a telegraph pole. Afterwards he told me 
that when he was about five years old a dog 
had knocked him over and taken a slice out 
of his leg and they’d had to shoot him. The 
dog I mean. Ferdy had never liked dogs 
since. Of course I didn’t blame him, but it 
was something to rag him about when he got 
too uppity. 

“Well,” I said, “if you’re nervous about 
dogs it’s funny you aren’t scared of Ham 
Johnson, for he’s a pup if ever there was one. 
Still, I admire your grit, and maybe if you 
can push Ham into a brook you may cop 
fourth prize.” 

“Gosh, are there four prizes?” exclaimed 
Ferdy. 

“No,” I chuckled, “only three.” 


THAT Sunday afternoon Crumby and two 

or three others took a pedometer and 
walked over the course he had planned, and 
made it exactly two miles and six hundred 
and eighty-eight yards. He made a map of 
it and hung it on the board outside the 
common room. The school lies about three- 
quarters of a mile from the center of town, 
on Maple Street, and in front of it the fields 
and woods begin, with a farm here and there 
and plenty of rough country in between. The 
course started in front of School Hall and 
went through the gate, across Maple Street 
at an angle, over a pretty stiff stone wall and 
straight to Carr’s Hill, just over a mile 
distant. There it turned sharply northeast- 
ward and proceeded to a point near the rail- 
road about one hundred yards short of where 
it crosses the Leominster road. From there 
it returned to the school gate. The whole 
thing looked like an irregular triangle with 
the last side the shortest. The toughest, too, 
for along there lay what we called the peat 
marsh, and except in the driest weather it was 
pretty soft traveling. There were ascents, and 
descents, stone walls and brooks in plenty 
on the first two legs, but all the fellows agreed 
that that last bit, from the railroad corner 
home would be the hardest by all odds. It 
paralleled the Leominster road all the way, 
with about eighty yards of rough ground 
and brushes and a stone wall in between. 
Of course if any fellow wanted to keep on 
to the road and come down it to where it 
ran into Maple Street about fifty yards 
from School Hall he was welcome to, but 
since it would mean covering a hundred and 
sixty yards more it wasn’t likely any fellow 
would; which satisfied Crumby whose ideas 
of a cross country course didn’t include 
pavement. 

By Monday noon out of the forty-two 
fellows in Lower House, thirty-three had put 
their names down on the entry list, and every 
afternoon from that time on you could see 
them in running togs doing sprints back on 
the oval or climbing over stone walls in the 
fields. Crumby was on hand after the last 
class to whoop it up, handing out advice and 
encouragement and timing anyone who asked 
for it. Upper House was sort of disgruntled 
when they heard about the race, and wanted 
to horn in, but we wouldn’t fall for it and 
so they began to make fun of it to save their 
faces. Ferdy was out every afternoon with 
the others and fell asleep after supper with 
his head on the table. I had to hear a lot 
from him about how he was going to run the 
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race. He got so toward the end of the week 
that he was actually figuring on what he'd 
do with the first prize when he won it! 
The prizes were in a book case in the common 
room, and Ferdy would stop three or four 
times a day and gaze at them and imagine 
how his name would look on the biggest one. 
I kept telling him that if he didn’t lay off 
what he called training he would be so worn 
out by Saturday that he wouldn’t be able 
to run at all, but he’d snatch that newspaper 
clipping out of a pocket and start reading it 
at me and I'd have to shut up. It rained all 
day on Friday, but that didn’t keep him at 
home. He got back about a quarter of an 
hour before supper time, tracking mud and 
water all over the room and looking as 
pleased as anything. 

“You're plumb crazy,” I told him. “T'll 
bet you didn’t see Ham Johnson out in all 
this rain!” 

“No, but the way it looks to me, Cuppy, 
this rain’s going to keep right on, and if it 
does I'll have an advantage over the rest of 
them.” 

“What advantage,” I asked. 
cold?” 

“No, I don’t catch cold.” To prove it he 
sneezed twice. “What I mean is I know 
where the soft ground is and where’s the best 
place to get across Badger Brook and——” 

“Look here,” I said, “Show far have you 
been this afternoon?” 

“Why, I’ve been all over the course, natu- 
rally! That’s how I know whatI do. That’s 
why I figure that I’ve got a heap better 
chance to-morrow than the other guys. Say, 
you'd be surprised if I won, wouldn’t you?” 

“Td fall dead!” I told him. 


“A bad 


WENT over to The Trout’s room after 

supper that evening and got the latest 
dope. Stinger and Tump were there, and 
Ned came in later. Tump was sore because 
some fellows hadn’t paid his entrance fee and 
he couldn’t figure out who he was and was 
afraid he’d have to make it up himself. 
They all agreed that Ham Johnson, who was 
our best runner, was certain to win the race 
and that either Ned or Swartout would 
finish second. Ned, who had hurt his ankle 
Thursday trying to jump a stone wall, said 
he guessed Bill Swartout would beat him. 
We discussed the rain and Ned said he hoped 
it would let up before morning because if it 
didn’t some of them were likely to get stuck 
in the mud or drowned in the brooks. 

Well, it didn’t, but along about eleven 
o'clock it held up some, and by three, when 
the race was to start, the sun was out and it 
was fairly warm. Dinner was funny that 
day. Crumby told the fellows who were 
going to run that they mustn’t each much, 
and it was as good as a circus to see how un- 
happy some of them looked; especially when 
the pudding came on. It was a sort of a 
fruit cake with hard sauce, and Gus Temple- 
ton, who had entered for the race, ate his 
own and Joe Manson’s and then went out 
and scratched his name off. Ferdy didn’t 
even come into the dining room. He was 
following that piece he had cut from the 
newspaper, and it said you shouldn’t eat any 
solids just before a race, and so he went to 
the drug store and had a malted milk and 
bought a cake of chocolate. When I got 
back to the room he was lying on his bed, 
which was against the rules in the daytime, 
and eating the chocolate. I asked how he 
was feeling and he said “Very fit” and went 
to sleep and I finished the rest of the chocolate 
for him. 

About half-past two Crumby sent fellows 
to Carr’s Hill and the turn near the railroad 
track to check the runners as they passed 

(Continued on page 47) 
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Blade extends through the attractive bone stag 
handle, Comes complete with leather sheath. 


MARBLES No. 40 OUTERS’ KNIFE 


isjust the thing you’llneed for hunting, fishing and camp- 
ing. Price, $1.00. direct. 
Free? You'll want Marble’s new 32-page booklet on 


equipment. Every sportsman should haveit. Writetoday. 


5092 Delta Ave. 


NOW! the KNIFE 
You’ve Always 
Wanted — 

















ata new 
: LOW PRICE 
a : aa petits. blade. tempered. 
lished and sharpened, is made from the same 
ighgrade cutlery steel used in all Marble Knives. 


Ask your dealer or order 
guns, axes, sights, compasses and gun cleaning 


MARBLE ARMS & MFG. CO. (4-90) 
Gladstone, Mich., U.S.A. 





leading maker. 
in bright colors. 


and fittings. Large fire box. 


have it FREE! Read Special Offer. 
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FIRE CHIEF 


The Open Road for Boys 
130 Newbury St., Boston, Mass. 


Steam Engine. 
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areal Christmas 
gift, ask dad for a 
Pair of 


NORTHLAND 
SKIS YN 


Youcantruthfully tell 
him that these a 
America’s finest skis 
and that they're used by 90% 
of the sepects and champions. 
Models | or racing, — ing, 
and all-’round use. for 
the deerhead trademark. 


Writeusfor booklet “Howto Ski” 






Q_—“ FORTHLAND SKI MFG. CO. 


World’s Largest Ski Mfrs. 
1 Merriam Pk., St. Paul, Minn. 








THIS BIG 
STEAM 
ENGINE 





ERE’S your chance to get this husky, smooth 
running steam engine. Look at the picture, 
Isn't it a beauty? Manufactured by world’s 


Fine quality, and highly finished 
Has heavy fly wheel, smooth 
running piston and heavy cylinder. Strong boiler 
Pulley wheel that 
runs mechanical toys. Runs on alcohol, or canned 
heat. Big, powerful, highest quality steam engine. 
A real beauty you will be proud to own. Just 
what you have been waiting for, and you can 


ADVENTURE TALES 


The Open Road for Boys is a 50-page magazine 
publishing sparkling stories of air adventure, 
sport stories, articles by famous coaches and star 
athletes; adventure stories of the barren wastes of 
the Arctic, of the wild jungles of the Tropics, of 
the battlefields of the World War, of the cow 
towns of the Old West, and of the mysterious 
lands of the Far East; business stories, school 
stories, and many others. In addition four great 
serials each worth $2.00 in book form. World- 
wide correspondence club, stamps, Open Road 
Pioneer Club, best dope on hunting, fishing, camp- 
ing. Contests galore, with plenty of prize money. 
Red-blooded stories for red-blooded he boys. 
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Geewhilikins! You Bet I Want The Big Steam Engine And The Open Road For Boys 
For a Year All For $1. Here’s My Dollar. Send Open Road For a Year and RUSH My 


oe 


Canadian Postage $1. Foreign Postage 50c extra. 
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SPECIAL OFFER 


Regular yearly subscription price $1.00. To 
make new friends we will send you next 
twelve fat issues for $1.00 and send you also 
this big :team engine FREE, Act quickly. 


100% Satisfaction Guaranteed 
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danger signa 
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saved by the 
Is dotting our 
side 


Learn to know the danger signals 
which indicate Cancer 








e all admire and honor heroes 


who risk their 
fellow 


lives rescuing 
mortals 


our opportunity lies in helpin 
those "sapfering: from - ee 8 


NEW YORK CITY 


CANCER COMMITTEE 


THE AMERICAN SOCIETY FOR THE CONTROL OF CANCER 


34 East 75th St 


COMMUNICATE WITH US...WE SHALL BE GLAD TO HELP YOU 


. New York, N. Y. 








TO BE TAKEN AT 


FACE 


When you pick up this magazine and read the announcements of national advertisers, 
you never think to question the sincerity and honesty of their statements. This 
reliance on Advertising has been brought about by Advertising, and is one of Adver- 


tising’s greatest contributions to the satisf 
An advertiser deliberately attempting to 


The insincere or extravagant statement may have its brief day. 
attention it attracts, the sooner the public will discover its deceit. 
The cornerstone of successful manufacturers and storekeepers always has been 


**keep faith with the public’’; give honest v 
dise and its service. 


respect, to dependence. 


responsibility for service and satisfaction. 
It pays to read the advertisements. 


This principle had to find its expression in Advertising—for Ad- 
vertising is nothing more than the owner of a store or a factory talking with people 
in their homes about such things as shoes and soap, radios, or rugs, or blankets. 
Public acceptance of Advertising has had a natural growth—from suspicion, to 
This growth parallels the increasing effort of manufacturers 
and merchants, to add value to their merchandise—to improve quality—to accept 


They bring news of what is being fashioned in 


VALUE 


action and ease of modern living. 
deceive takes the quick, short road to ruin. 
But the greater the 


alues and truthfully represent the merchan- 











the workshops of the world for your well-being, comfort and convenience. 











JEAN STAMP CO. 


APPROVAL SHEETS THAT SATISFY; 
OUR PREMIUMS TO PURCHASERS 
ARE UNIQUE 


119 ELOISE TER, DESK A, SYRACUSE, N. ¥. 


UNITED STATES and CANADA 


100 mixed stamps containing at least 50 different United 
States including airmail, commemoratives, etc., also 10 
different Canadian, 25c; Packet of 250, 45ce; Packet of 
500, 75c; 100 Foreign stamps, all different, 25c. 


MANIFOLD SALES COMPANY, i51 Frontenac Ave., Buffalo, N.Y. 


GIANT PACKET GIVEN 


With Brunei, Abyssinia, and over 200 other different 
stamps. Everything only 10c to approval applicants. 


PARAMOUNT STAMP CO. “a2 teu fies” 








SMASHING BARGAIN | 


Regardless of cost we offer amazing lot including PAPUA; 
2 et LATAKI MONTSERRAT (Celebration), 

M, / SSINIA, AZERBAIJAN, TANNAU 

IVA, URUGUAY, PERU, GUATEMALA and 
others. Everything for only 10c to approval applicants. 
LESLIE C. SEAGER, 6227 Argyle, Dearborn, Mich. 


LARGEST STAMP IN THE WORLD! 

Rare China Wild Goose Special Delivery—tlargest stamp 

in the worid; also packet British Colonies, including Cape 

Good Hope, Hyderabad; Packet French Colonies 

(Andorra, Kouang-Tcheou, Latakia, etc.). Positively no 

Europe. All for only 5c to approval applicants. 

E. T. DEWEY 1036 N. Dearborn St, Chicago, III. 
7? SCARCE BELGIUM AIRMAIL 

. M4: Pocket Album, tiv: 

and 40 MORE different stamps from AFRICA, ASIA, 

SOUTH SEA ISLANDS, CANADA, SOUTH & CENTRAL 

AMERICA, Ete All for Se to Approval applicants 

GLENDALE STAMP CO. 
1342B Linden Ave. Glendale, Calif. 











HERE’S YOUR CHANCE! 
Your album is waiting for our nine 
Nyassa triangles, world’s most beau- 
tiful stamps, only 15 cents to those re- 
qvesting our U. S. or foreign approvals. 

We treat you square. 

CONTINENTAL STAMP CO. 

4310 Brandywine St.,N.W.,Washingtoa,D.C. 


UNITED STATES 
Fine collection of 25 different U.S. (Air Mails, 
» R te.) 10 different 


e! 
for Se with our “‘ap. 
. Send today to: 











es, ues, 
Sou.b American countries. all 
provals that are different’’ 


L. W. HUDSON & CO. 











Pack, 108 stamps including Tchad, Dutch 
Indies, ete., 5c to approval applicants. If 
you will write at once we will include a 
stamp album, perforation gauge and a big ‘ain list 
without extra charge. Stamp albums, l3c; 23c; 40c; 
5.000 spaces $1.25; 16,000 spaces $2.35, U. S. $1.15 
Hill Stamp Co., Leonard St., Waltham, Mass. 


UNITED STATES 


the most popuiar of all stamps on approval. Catalog 
number underneath each stamp. 

MATHEWS STAMP CO. fs 
532 First National Bank Building Oklahoma City, Okla. 








86 Hirsch Bidg. N. J. 





GIVEN! 

Brunei (as illustrated) Grote: Afghanistan, 

Tanganyika, Grenada, Weird Corea Charkari, 

Surinam, and a scarce genuine Baden. These splen- 

did stamps GIVEN to those requesting our famous 

approvals, and enclosing 3c for return postage. 
TPeaccess 2 VIKING STAMP COMPANY 
—_———_—_< Sheepshead Bay Station - - - Brooklyn, N. Y. 


JUNGLELAND PACKET GIVEN! 


Scarce NORTH BORNEO, SUDAN (Desert Scene), ABYSSINIA 
(New Issue), SET WEIRD AZERBAIJAN, interesting CONGO, 
many others including cannibals, bandits, explorers, wild animals 
strange scenes, etc! This thrilling collection, illustrated lists and 
valuable coupons ALL GIVEN to soqlicante for our bargain approvals 
enclosing 3c postage! Write today 

MIDWOOD STAMP CO., Midwood Station, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
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A COUPLE of days before Christmas, 

Bob, Phil and Harry were spending the 
evening with Mr. Birwood. They were ga- 
thered in the library where books covered 
most of the wall space. There is something 
friendly about books just to have them about 
one even as a background. At the moment 
Mr. Birwood held one open in his hand. He 
looked up to ask: 

“How would you like to have enough 
money to be able to spend ten thousand 
dollars a week on stamps?” 

“You boys may have heard of Philipp La 
Rentoniere Von Ferrary, the collector and 
owner of the greatest stamp 
collection in the world. At the 
end of the World War it was 
seized and sold by the French 
Government to help cover Aus- 
trian reparations. I have been 
reading about Ferrary, who 
spent that much on his collec- 
tion, in this book ‘How te Build Up a Stamp 
Collection,’ by Prescott Thorp. It opens with 
the romantic side of the hobby, and then be- 
comes quite practical in telling the most ap- 
proved way of beginning a collection.” 

Mr. Birwood had a number of new issues 
to show his young guests which he proposed 
to offer by chance, each envelope numbered 
and then corresponding numbers on small 
cards to be drawn from a hat, a sort of pre- 
Christmas celebration. The stamps were 
first shown. He began with the recently ar- 
rived Newfoundland set of eight. Stamps 
from this colony have always been attractive 
in appearance and the subjects interesting. 
The one cent, gray black, pictures a catch of 
codfish. They fill most of the design. The 
two, green, has a pleasing portrait of King 
George V. Mary’s por- 
trait is on the three, dark 
orange brown, and the 
four, rose carmine, has a 
three-quarter length like- 
ness of the Prince 
of Wales. A caribou, 
“monarch of the wilds,” 
is on the five, dark violet, 
which is a new value as is 
also the seven, claret brown, with a pleasing 
portrait of the popular Duchess of York. 
Eight, brown red, another new value, shows 
an extended view of shore and the Corner 
Brook paper mill. Finally the twenty-four, 
blue, shows a waterfront view at Bell Island 
and a steamer being loaded with iron ore. 

In the second envelope were several items. 
An addition to the current Barbados set, two 
shillings and sixpence, red on blue paper, a 
pair from Paraguay with the Chaco district 
plainly shown in a map, Bolivia to the north. 
One of these stamps, which are of’ the same 
design, is in dull purple, the other, brown 
ochre, is surcharged with a black “C” for 
internal service, both valued one and a half 
pesos. Another from Paraguay was a ten 
pesos blue on pink paper, the same design as 
used in 1930 and 1931, when the color was 
first brown and then brown red on blue paper. 
And finally a Red Cross stamp locally litho- 
graphed, showing the Paraguayan headquar- 
ters of the institution surrounded by appro- 
priate inscriptions, the double value, fifty 
plus fifty centavos; color, old rose. 

The third envelope included two commemo- 
ratives from Peru, dedicated to the establish- 
ment of the first Spanish colony in South 
America, at Piura, by Pizarro in 1532. The 
values are ten centavos, blue, and fifteen, 
violet. A Peruvian semi-postal two centavos 
tax stamp in aid of the unemployed has come 
out ina new color—now carmine. In the cen- 
ter of the stamp is a profile fig- 
ure of a man about to strike a 
chisel held in his left hand with 
At the 
top is “‘ Pro Desocupados.” 

The boys were particularly 
interested also to see the latest 
“Scout,” stamps from Rou- 
mania of which they had already heard. Here 
was the twenty-five bani, green, with a group 
of Scouts before a tent; fifty, blue, Scout sig- 
nalling; one leu, green, Scouting; two, vermil- 
ion, camp kitchen; three, blue green, King 
Carol II, and six, gray black, King Carol and 
Prince Michel, who is nearing Scout age. 

The three envelopes were sealed and the 
numbers held high in a hat to be drawn, and 
so the distribution was made. It was a 
grand beginning for Christmas! 
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BOYS’ LIFE 


No advertisements for this classification are accepted 
unless they meet the approval of an expert. Kindly report 
any unsatisfactory service first to the advertiser and then to 
us. In writing advertisers be sure to enclose 3c postage 
for reply. In returning “approvals” be sure to include 
your name, ress and invnce number, and address them 
to the company from which you received them. 

“ Approval” stamps sent advertisers involve no obli- 
gation on the receiver except that they must be paid for 
or returned, 


START A STAMP COLLECTION 


Send for our new illustrated FREE price list of stamp 
packets and sets. Describes albums, accessories and 
outfits. Packet of 1,000 all different guaranteed genuine 
stamps $1.00. Other packets and sets ra in price 
from 10 cents to $300.00. IMPERIAL Stamp Collecting 
Outfit $1.00. MODERN Outfit $3.00. Outfits contain 
everything necessary to start a first-class collection. 


SCOTT STAMP & COIN CO. 
1 West 47th St. New York, N. Y. 


FOR YOUR MERIT 

Sapefonte and 20 one DADGE— 

foreign stamps—5 cents 

to applicants for my medium-priced approvals. 
Also—sheet No. 2 of articles on Stamp-Collect- 








| ing Merit Badge Requirements. 


Cm... 


Beautiful Uruguay “‘flying horse’ 
carce Gua 








NAURU SHIP STAMP! 
TRIANGLE & 56 OTHERS! 


Beautifal Naura (illustrated), alsoa scarce 
*dead-country’’ triangle stam t 
—al 
. ° ni, 
smallest parce!-post stamp, etc.; all for only 
zs 3 approval applicants. Illustrated lists 
inclu 


UNIVERSAL SALES COMPANY, (Dept. B), CAMDEN, N. Y. 


LAiVian AIR MAIL TRIANGLE 


and 32 different stamps, includ- 
ing 10 AIRMAIL, 12 UNITED 
STATES (early issues, com- 
memoratives, etc.) and 10 CAN- 
ADA, all for 5c. Approvals and 
big illustrated price list sent 
with each order. Write today! 


Curhan Stamp Co., Gloucester, Mass. 
300 DIFFERENT FOREIGN and Including $1 and 
A SNAP . enues, 


60 DIFFERENT U S. STAMPS 2, "Eyeuucs, all 

GIVEN With each order, our pamphlet which tells “How 
to Make a Stamp Collection Properly” together 

with our price list of albums, supplies and hundreds of bar- 
gains in sets, packages, etc. QUEEN CITY STAMP & 
COIN CO., Room 35, 604 Race Street, Cincinnati, O. 


ALL FOR Sc! 1s >t 
offer in- 

cludes, as illustrated, (1) scarce 
British New Guinea (2) tiny Guate- 
a triangle(3) valuable Abyssinia 
Rhino. stamp, value 45c (4) packet 
o frican beauties (5) big il- 
lustrated lists. All for only 5c to 
applicants 


@ Pp ° 
BOX 13, MT. WASHINGTON, MD. 











PILGRIM STAMP Co., 





N Through the immense success of my ‘‘SPLENDID 
IFT’’ | am again advertising same, which includes 2 
RARE Tete-Beche of Belgium, which in years to come will be very 
valuable, also 10 different beautiful ‘LGIAN CONGO. mint, in- 
cluding latest new issues, and 10 different BELGIUM. The above 
are sent in a superb cover with the fine CARDINAL MERCIER 
stamp and a series of new issues. l the above GIVEN to appli- 
cants for approvals sending 10 cents, 
HENRY LOUFS (Dept. X31) WETTEREN (Belgium) 





Stamps priced 1c, 1c, Ic, etc., on our approvals. 


if you have under 15000 var. you can build up a fine 
collection cheaply by buying from our low priced sheets. 


Dandy premium given to approval applicants 
KEIGWIN STAMP CO. Box 85 B Vineland, N. J. 


GIVEN 1000 HINGES 





25 BRITISH COLONIES 


All different, from Jamaica, South Africa, New Zealand, Ceylon, 
Travancore, etc.—to approval applicants enclosing 10c for postage. 


COSMOS STAMP CO. 87 B. Nassau St. New York 


* SOMETHING NEW!!! x 
“FOREIGN LEGION” PACKET 


All genuine stamps. Catalog value $3—/or just two dimes. 
A real big bargain——Pleasant satisfaction assured. 
SAFARID, 7147 Manse St., Forest Hills, L. I., N. Y. 


THE GREATEST BARGAIN 


Set _of BRUNEI, packet TRIANGLES, (airmail), $T. 
KITTNEVIS (commem), SCHLESWIG (scarce), URUGUAY (peach), 
BOSNIA, Set PARCEL POST STAMPS and many others. Every- 
thing for only 10 cents to approval applicants. 


WALT CLANCY, 360 E. 21st Street, Portland, Oregon 


SENSATIONAL 10c OFFER 


A fine set of stamps from the smallest Republic in the 

world, the smallest stamp a hard-to-get number, together 

with 50 different stamps to approval applicants. 
MALBORO STAMP 5 

1630 East Fifth Street Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Sc ARCE TONG A (as illustrated), also 
pretty set Latakia 
(new country) and big packet of 55 varieties 
including Kenya, Newfoundland, Nyassa (tri- 
angle), Palestine, etc., with illustrated 
lists for only Se to approval applicants. E 
Garcelon Stamp Co., Dept. B., Calais, Me. 

















ca o> ae a on oe 
' aS 1 ATF Sac 
including -S0 Value Package 
To approva: AA F Catalogue! 
B. DOLIN COMP: 
Station S. Brooklyn, N. Y- 


WAR MAP STAMP 


NORTH BORNEO, TANGANYIKA, SARAWAK, 
SUDAN included in our Special Packet of BRITIS 
COLONIES. Also Stamp printed on back of 
War Map. All for 10c to approval applicants. 

S.C. CLOWES, 892 HOME ST. WINNIPEG. MAN. CANADA. 


December 
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FOR ALL BOYS 


TES EARTHQUAKE PACKET 


TH COMBINATION GIVEN! | ‘Assisted by Muggsy 


wr packet that lives up to its name. A Giant 
packet. No two stamps are alike. Included are a 
SET OF 5 EARTHQUAKE Stamps. 

stamps were issued in 1923 for the benefit of the 
sufferers of the terrible Earthquake of that year. 
Many other countries are represented. Nigeria, 
Africa (frigate), old Travancore, Argentine. Over 
60, all different. We are also sending a fine Metal 
Watermarsx Finder & 100 Gummed Album head- 
ings, all absolutely GIVEN. Just send 5c (stamps 
only) for postage & request approvals. 

LISBURN & TOWNSEND(Dept.B.L.) Liverpool, England 


@] FINE BRITISH COLONIES! 


BOYS: SEND TODAY for my packet 
of 29 different British Colonies. including 
searce COOK ISLANDS-NIUE (as illus- 
fj trated) Gwalior, Charkhari, scenery, 
maps, animals, ships—and many other 
fine stamps from far-off, mysterious colo- 
nies which you'll be a to own. 

Price only Sc to those asking for my Quick Service Approvals. 
D. M. WARD, DESK B, 605 PIERCE ST. GARY, IND. 


SCARCE ZEPPELIN! 


This scarce 
Russian Zeppelin stamp (as 
illustrated); big packet 53 


different inctadis _Ascebeition 
(cat. vaiue 


ete.; large iiusteated i late. Bhopal. 
5c to approval applic 


nouma kEBxoneen| 
WORLD WIDE STAMP CO Box 300. dintin, ‘New York 


WHAT A BARGAIN! 


These Beauties: PAPUA [ship], in demand. MONT- 
SERRAT [Celebration). ABYSSINIA __ [gorgeous]. 
HEJAZ [mysterious]. SPANISH MOROCCO ——— 
full. Also PARAGUAY. SCHLESWIG, BOSNIA 
KENYA AND UGANDA., etc. Everything only 10¢ 
to approval applicants. FREE Souvenir with each order. 


Rai Stamp Co., 3350 N. Damen-av., Chicago. 


















SAMOAN 1S5LANOS! 
PLELALLL ES 


packet includes one stamps 


BORNEO! 


oe ‘Mystery Land’’ 
from Samoan Islands ¢icture ‘d), Born 
Abveale (antelope stamp). “Palestine ™ Mozambique 
old N. G ostal District, etc. No common 
ieee. 5c to approval applicants INL 


National Stamp Co., P. 0. Box 242, Dept. A, Canton, Ohio 
RARE GREECE AIRMAIL! 


7 times larger t! 








world in S colors! Also packet fine stamps 
from Inini (new ee Sor 


|} Colonies—ship, m: stamps. 


» scen: animal 
etc. All for 5¢ to > approval ‘spplicanta! EXTRA 
Pack of hinges free with order 


WESTERN PHILATELISTS, 6023 Harper, 128, Chicago 













SCARCE 


This Relgium 6-sided stamp, Africa, 
large Cuba revenue, Fr . Colonies, Salva- 

lor, etc., all in our atamp collection given to 
appr. appl sending 3c post. Scotts 1933 cat. $2.25! 
TATHAM STAMP CO., PB-12) W. Springfield, Mass. 


VAN VAL TUS OSE 


Cook Islands—Niue, Zanzibar, Surinam, Chark- 
hari, Congo, Kenya & Uganda, Nyasaland, Eritrea, Gwalior, Mo- 
rocco, Grenada, Africa, and. other strange ones in’ our big-value 

ket, with no common European included. Ali for only 6c to ap- 


proval applican’ 
PHILIP RIPPEL, 1128-31st Ave., Long Island City, N. Y. 


500 Stamps for 10c! 


Boys! Send 10c today for our giant packet of 500 mixed stamps 
inclading far-off, mysterious lands—Latakia, Inini, Abyssinia, An. 
dorra (scenery) Epirus, Georgia, eo git etc. Biggest 
argain ever offered! Ap provals with each o 


BANNER STAMP CO., - - Box 11708.. Stomtord, Conn. 


50——-U. S. 10c 


All face different. To applicants of 
my foreign stamp approval service. 


B.J. RENSHAW, - Box 249 - Cleveland, O. 
TANNOU TOUVA TRIANGLE! 


This scarce triangle nen mag ie B ona :5¢ 





NIUE! 


Queer countries! 





















packet Oltre Giu' 
Andorra, Vatican (peers Issue 
rea, etc., and illustrated ‘ists for 
only 5c to approval applicants 

SEMINOLE STAMP ‘co. ee 
8025-b Spaulding Ave.,Balti e, Md. 


ICELAND TRIANGLE! 


Airmail (as illustrated), also set 
map and ship stamps, : = packet Bosnia 
& Herzeg ovine. a. Reser 2 tou apr Lg 
ganda, ated is with C 
others and thoatrate — "ai for or only 
to approval applican' 
Box 365-B. Evanston, IL 


Black Star hae, 
a" RARE CHINA AIRMAIL! 
This scarce stamp (as illustrated) and big 
et packet, 53 different from Charkhari, Schles- 
wig, Inini and otrer strange ‘countries, in- 


Geding ee | pn cross and comm .- 
H ti a, x... Sli to appr - 
Stewart Stamp Session, Winchendon, Mass. 














AITUTAKI—FIJI-BRUNEI | 


e AFRICAN AIRMAIL in our packet of 4! 
ra Satnivios. KENTA, 


Py i etamee from ZANZIBAR, TANGANY! 
Sours UTH SEA ISLANDS RICA, ¢ 
German. “Austria, ete )Mostly BRITISH COLONIES: for only 
but you must ask for our big discount approvals. 1000 hi binges ite. 
Kenwood Stamp Co. 526 No. Kenwood, Glendale, Calif. 


SCARCE PAPUA! 


(as illustrated) and our big zecket Sc 





of 57 different, includii ZA 

JOHORE, IRAQ, LEBANON, FR: 
MoRocco, Tr NSVAAL, ff OCEANICA, 
etc., etc., with illustrated » all for only Se 
to approval app lic oy 


Monument Stamp Co., Arlington, Baltimore, Md. 
ANCHER’S $ $ $ OUTFIT- ONLY 12c! 


t German si with (prewar) value of forty 
Ni d $ perforation gauge and mme. scale: 
airmail set; interesting a > from smallest republic on earth; 1 
Sewspaper set; packet cod» atamnps from Travancore, 


Mala: 
Dutch Indi idten.. etc., etc. for. © approval appli: 
ett Sook, wth every order!” 


Ccants! 
ANCHER STAMP CO., Box 47 a7. Rutherford, N. J. 


or YOUR ONLY CHANCE 

th Setting a TURKS ISLAND (obsolete since 1900) for 
is offer will never be repeated. An 1894 Turks Island 

bys (NOT the common Turks & Caicos Islands) and 
800d stamps for only 5c to new approval appli- 

ye ann os at ee, we'll include a dandy set of 


VIKING. STAMP \ co. SHEEPSHEAD BAY STATION, BROOKLYN, WN. Y. 


TREMENDOUS BARGAIN 


Packet Triang ket ABYSSINI 
BAR (a GANYIKA African Parad ie GERMAN BAST 
nrg aa UNITED STATES $2.00 0 stamp, ‘set CHINA. ICE- 


fo Soy sands cape), set x PARC RCEL POST, Imagine everything 
rest Stamp Shop, ‘47091 Unerty Heights Ave., B: Md. 

















and beautiful 


Sarawak, | 


ban picture — only stamps in | 
itish & French | 


(Continued from page 45) 


| and be sure no one cut any corners. By 











| three o'clock twenty-seven entrants had 


shown up in front of School Hall, and the 
prizes were sitting on a little table at the 
foot of the steps. There was a small cup 
which we had got cheap from Detwiler, the 
jeweler, on account it had a dent in it— 
you'd scarcely notice it, though—for first 
prize; a silver medal for second and a bronze 
medal for third. About every fellow in 
school was on hand, and the Uppers made 
funny cracks and cheered everything and 
were very annoying. Crumby called the 
roll and everyone answered but Ferdy, and I 
remembered that I'd promised to wake him 
up and hadn't, and so I ran back to Lower 
and there he was, sound asleep. He got a 
great cheer from the Upper House nitwits 
when he appeared. Every fellow had a 
number pinned on the back of his shirt, and 
the whole business looked pretty special. 
Ham Johnson was prancing around and look- 
ing very confident and important. Finally 
Crumby got them quieted down and told 
them what they must do and all that and 
then said “Go!” and the timers snapped 
their watches and everyone cheered madly. 

A couple of the runners spilled at the wall, 
and by the time the bunch had got to the 
edge of the woods they were spread out 
quite a bit. A fellow named “Dink” Wells 
and I were judges at the finish—Crumby was 
third—and after we had stretched a piece of 
red string across the gate he and I went up 
to his room on the third floor of Lower 
House, and three or four other fellows went 
with us, and we stood at the windows and 
could see bits of the course, and pretty soon 
the runners showed up between the woods 
and the slope of Carr’s Hill. Of course we 
couldn’t see the numbers from where we 
were, even with Dink’s field glasses, which 
weren't much good anyway, but we could 
recognize some of the runners, and we saw 
that Ham and another fellow were well ahead. 
The other fellow looked like Ned Barrie to 
me, but Wells insisted it was Milt Logan. 
They kept streaming into sight, and pretty 
soon I picked up Ferdy. I guess he was run- 
ning about twelfth and was pretty well back. 
Then the woods cut them off again and we 
waited a long time for them to come down 
the hill towards the second corner. We had 
a long sight of them then, although there 
were some trees in the way here and there, 
and it was harder to recognize them. But 
we guessed the first fellow to be Ham, and 
he had about a fifteen-yard lead on the next 
runner, and right behind the second fellow 
were two more, going nip-and-tuck. 

We couldn't see them again until just 
before they reached the corner by the rail- 
road, and when we did the first four fellows 
were pretty well bunched. I thought one of 
them looked like Ferdy, but at that distance 
it was hard to tell; and, anyhow, it didn’t 
seem likely. They were out of sight for a 
minute and then they were headed straight 
for where we were watching. We could see 
that the marsh was full of pools and that 
they would have to keep well over towards 
their left if they didn’t want to bog-down, 
and we expected to see a lot of fun. 

Suddenly a fellow at the other window 
set up ayelp. “One of em’s off the course!” 
he cried. “Lookit!”” He was right at that. 
The one who looked a little like Ferdy had 
turned onto the railroad track at the corner 
and was hiking off toward the crossing. 

“He's given up, I guess,” Dink said. 





Answers to Ten Scout Teasers 


(See page 39) 

1. 2,044,800. 

2. Four inches. 

3. It is a native of America. It was Ben- 
jamin Franklin’s conviction that the turkey 
and not the eagle should have been chosen for 
our national bird. 

4. An overhand knot is tied with one free 
end around the other, thereby in reality 
making a slip knot on the neckerchief as a 
whole. 

5. A world gathering of Scouts for the 
purpose of furthering friendship among the 
nations. First officially applied to Scouting 
1920 (International Jamboree in London). 

6. Edward. 


7. Because at these times there is very 
little sap in them, and they are therefore 
drier. 

8. He is the Honorary President of the 
Boy Scouts of America. 

9. Great Britain, ‘“‘God save our gracious 
King,” Iceland, ““Eldgamla Isafold.’’ 


10. Southwest. 
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Want to Earn 
Spare Money? 











Become a BOYS’ LIFE Booster 








Write for the big new Opportunity 
Outfit which tells you how. 








Sl el el cel ell el el eel el ee 


Jack Gardner, 
BOYS’ LIFE MAGAZINE, 


2 Park Ave., N. Y. C. 


Dear Mr. Gardner: 
Please send me the big new Opportunity Outfit. 
become a “live wire” Booster. 








I want to 


HE new price of $1.00 on BOYS’ 

LIFE is going to make it easy for 
the fellows of our sales force, and 
| new members who join, to earn 
spare money. 








An hour or so a day boosting 
BOYS’ LIFE can mean a few 


dollars or more a week. 


Hundreds of fellows are going to 
find it twice as easy to sell BOYS’ 
LIFE now. The new $1 price means 
quicker and easier sales—and sales 
mean commission. 


Be a “live wire.” Join up with 








Jack Gardner to-day and earn your 
own money for those sport and play 
things you’ll need for Winter months. 





When answering advertisements please mention BOYS’ LIFE 








“GIMME ONE, 


“Gimme one, me sister’s got it, 


mas Seals sol 


other disease. 


many, and hope for all. 


Dec. 13, 1907 
THE NATIONAL, STATE AND LOCAL 
TUBERCULOSIS ASSOCIATIONS 
OF THE UNITED STATES 











me sister’s got it 
A ragged, dirty newsboy blurted, 


dropped on the marble counter* a 
single penny that tinkled lonesomely. 

He was buying one of the first Christ- 
in the United States 
for anti-tuberculosis work. The need 
was great. He knew. His sister had it. 


Today Christmas Seals help protect 
you and your family, foralchough the 
death rate from tuberculosis has been 
reduced two-thirds it still kills more 
people between 15 and 45 than any 
Your pennies make 
possible free clinics, nursing service, 
preventoriums, and educational work 
that mean’ cure for some, relief for 


*In the lobby of the PhiladelphiaNorth American,” 


BUY CHRISTMAS SEALS 


33 


“and 

















1 and b- 
: pa ople and o 
See Miles Away! 2! at pe people Over 
; ft. long, gowersal pene brass pound. "NM. ‘Made in Europe. 
usa 
y . On arrival 
Poste 


Send No Mon 


leatherette 


pay 
1.75, plus postage. Cart ing 
‘Two for, es Or 2.45. (Oreend pri price pad we ~e anghy 


na) \ceeuee, 





‘ou can learn all the moderndances—the latest @% 
amy x 





petmaa 


Send n 
loney Eioney back cai fk pias postage upon ari SOK: 
Franklin Pub. Co, 800 No. Clark St--Dept. -500, Chicago 








EASILY | Bui MODEL ON MARKET 


most 
alistic § 1 
is 5 —J 
with er will rise off 
ground and fly 150 ft. or 
more, and will give more 
real satisfaction = ex- 


spapee models. jet in- 
cludes aluminum propel- 
ler, special rubber band 
motes. streamlined 
whee bl ready-cut struts, etc. Clear 
Fea and Layo ons Ne tools needed. Mailed in un- 


eakable container, Yoder en in U. S. and Canada, only 50c. 
rder one or more today. 

The MIDLAND MODEL WORKS, Dept. T. Chillicothe, Oh 
lo L_(No stamps. NoC. 0. D.’s. No No catalogue. Give full hag 


[Jie Se “The Puzzlemaker” 


15” lene 9” high 

















Sent postpaid on receipt of $1.00. 
If sent C. O. D., $1.25 


FREE Booklet ** Make Your Own 
Jig Saw Puzzies"’ withevery saw 488 St. Paul St. 


J. & H. METAL PRODUCTS CO., Dept. 12, Rochester, N.Y. 


TWO SWELL MODELS 
—only 25c 


Here are two dandy models for you—easy to 
build. All parts stamped right on the wood. 
Colors. Each has a 6” wing spread—and 
both together are only 25c. 








BELLANCA “AIR- 

BUS” above is the 12 

passenger AIRBUS. 

oe mail and pas- 

nger plane. Here 

is the famous PITCAIRN Autogiro. Send 

to-day for your kit. Remember it is only 25c. 

Please send cash, check or money order with 

name and address. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
Hurry your order. 


MODEL AIRPLANE SHOP 
6627 N. Bouvier Street Philadelphia, Pa. 











Build this Speedy $ 
HOWARD RACER 


‘4-in. scale. Ben Howard’s 
Chicago race winner. Colesed 

with Span to"; . 4 whit 

0 path 13%" + weight 
igor. Complete Kit SF-18 with every= 
thing needed, at your dealer’ sordirect. 


ne INES ! CM 1 Socnatent | 
WPieble oa * Bulletin for 
Cle wetland. Desi; . Send 
Flying Model Kits. World ta 
mous ereuihencieny Drees 
kit complete. 
yond the low aelee., 
1866- B12 West 57th Si 


BE YOUR OWN RADIO 
STATION li ate 


Aone — = pour own voice come out of : 
s if eg by a dis- $2.50 VAWE 
tant Station foot your fre fri 1 


nds. Put on trick g 
WIZARD HAND MIKE 

An efficient, well- —_ —. msleropaces —— packed 
di aphrem. Dat microph, ne cup. Used 

also for adesslosbenes, public: addresssystems. 
$2.50 sam my ‘er only 99¢ post paid. Complete wiring 

aiagrams. Order now and do some real cutortetning 
THE NEWMAN-STERN CO., 1740 E. 12th St., Cleveland, Ohio 


KAYAK RACING 


F You _can build one of these 
fast Kayaks during winter for 
4 = racing and fine training. 

= All parts for assembling this 

=—4, 2S rugged, lightweight 10-foot 

——_ come in the Morris 

Kayak Kit ready-cut and shaped. Assembly print and 
instructions included. Easy to build. 


Think of it—a fine, fast boat for only $9.85. Send check 
or write for information. 





in , 
lwe'll rush your copy to y 


CLEVELAND mQost. & SURELY co. 
leveland, OHIO, U.S. A, 























Cc. W. MORRIS 227N. State St. Niles, Michigan 


ENLARGEMENTS °° Pictures 

you have taken 

will prove appreciated CHRISTMAS GIFTS 

5x7....25c. each. 8x10... .40c. each 
Send your negatives with payment today. 


BOX 31, EAST AVE. STATION, ROCHESTER, N. Y. 


BIG ha yr. ZaLESOOFS. Five Sections, Brass bound, Powerful 8-X 
10 . Special Eye Piece for looking at the 
Sun, ‘included "FREE, Oe tear seed * o nt! 
Big value. Postpaid $1.7! C.O.D. l5e extra 
BENNER. & COMPANY, T-59, 


Moulds to cast Lead Soldiers, In- 
dians, Hunters, Wild and Farm 
Animals. 235 kinds. Send 5c 
Stamp for Illustrated catalogue. 

HENRY SCHIERCKE, Dept. B.L. 1 
Ghent, ew York 


ans EARN XMAS MONEY 


Write for 50 Sets St. Nicholas Christmas Seals. Sell for 10c a set. 
When sold send us $3.00 and keep $2.00. No Work—Just Fun. 
St. Nicholas Seal Co., Dept. 637-B.L., Brooklyn, N.Y. 


CARTOONS 


Learn how to draw and market them. Send 
$1.00 for unique miniature cartoon course. 
Profusely illustrated. 

TOM THUMB, Box 724, Phoenix, Arizona 


Make Money a+ Home/ 


EARN UP TO $26 A WEEK OR MORE 
growing Mushrooins in your cellar or shed. Big 
demand, We tell you how. [Illustrated book 
and details free. Start NOW—write today. 








Trenton, N. J. 

















American Mushroom Industries Ltd., Dept. 261, Toronto, Ont. 


_When answering advertisements 


| ‘What’s he running for then?” I asked. 
Trees got in the way and I lost sight of him. 
The three others were coming down the field 
| toward the low ground, Ham leading by ten 
| or twelve yards and Ned and Bill Swartout 
| pretty nearly even. It was easy to recognize 
|them now. Back at the corner a lot more 
were straggling along, looking pretty fagged. 
| Then Wells shouted: “There he comes!” 

| and I looked and saw a small guy footing it 
peep Leominster Road. Then I lost him 
and ran to the other window and got him 
| again and it was Ferdy! He was running 
| nicely and not much behind Ham, only, of 
| course, farther from the finish because he 
would have to come back from the road 
again. Wells said: “‘He’s crazy! He can’t 
do that! They’ll disqualify him!” 

“T said: “Sure he can do it! He can run 
anywhere he wants to so long as he doesn’t 
cut the corners, and he didn’t. But it won’t 
get him anything because he’s running a lot 
|farther than the others. At that he might 
| get third, though! Look at Ham’s feet sink 

in! That’s slowing him up!” 

“We'd better get on down,” said Dink. 

“That's right,” I answered. But just then 
Ned slipped and fell and we waited till he 
was up again, and when he was we all howled, 
because he was black mud from head to toe! 
He lost half a dozen yards then and Ham 
and Swartout looked like sure winners, Ham 
making tough going but keeping something 
like ten yards between him and Bill. Then 
I looked over the road and there was Ferdy 
coming hard, about even with Ham. Gosh, I 
thought, if he didn’t have to come all the 
| way along Maple Street from that Leominster 

| Road he might win after all! Or, any way, 
| grab second. But that corner was going to 
| beat him! About then Wells grabbed me and 
| we hurried downstairs to get on our job. 
| Everyone was very excited down there. 
‘There was a mob on the steps and someone 
| had put the prizes under the table and four 
fellows were standing on it. There was a lot 
| of yelling going on, but I noticed that not 
| much of it wasforHam. There are no houses 
on the left side of the Leominster Road and 
Ferdy was in plain sight; or at least, his head 
and shoulders were; the rest of him was 
hidden by the stone wall. Ham was about 
three hundred yards away from the finish 
now, with Bill pushing him and Ned losing 
ground. You could see that the soft ground 
had punished them a lot, for they were run- 
ning slowly and their heads were wobbly. 
Suddenly there was a shout and I looked over 
to the road, and there was Ferdy fairly flying! 

Yes, sir, I thought, he had saved enough 
for a final sprint and was certainly putting 
everything he had into it. It was simply 
wonderful the way the kid was eating up 
that road, and I got as excited as anyone 
and began to yell my head off. ‘Come on, 
Ferdy! You can do it! Come on!” Of 
course he couldn’t hear me, but he surely 
did come on! There was one thing, though, 
I didn’t like. Every now and then he would 
turn his head and look behind him. Of course 








Christmas Comes 


went about the house singing sort of low, and 
even when I lay in bed I could hear her.” 

“Women!” the captain snorted. ‘‘Wo- 
| men is most apt to do anything. You come 

back next Saturday and I'll pipe you a bo’- 
sun’s whistle. That’s music for a man.” 

But the boy did not come the following 
Saturday, nor the next. The house seemed 
| strangely empty, and the captain took to 
| talking to himself. It snowed on a Friday 
| night, and the following morning he slowly 
shoveled a path so that the boy would have 
fair walking to the door. And, late in the 
afternoon, David came down the road. 

The stride that had once kicked up the 
sand was gone. Captain Wadleigh held the 
door open. 

“Come in if you’re coming and don’t let 
all the weather in with you.” Indoors the 
boy looked even more listless and tired. 

“*T suppose it’s the aunt again with a new 
illness?” 

“Yes, Mister.” 

**Leave it to a woman to be sick with every 
change of wind. Does that same nurse 
come? What does she say?” 

“*She says for me to be very quiet.” He 
warmed his hands at the stove. “‘There— 
there wouldn’t be any flowers, Mister, would 
there?” 

Flowers? In December? The captain’s 
snort was drowned in a shrill whistle of wind 
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you can’t do that and run your best, and’ 
anyway, there wasn’t another scul on the 
road, and I wished he wouldn't, even though 
it did look as though every cime he glanced 
back he ran a little bit faster! I was grum- 
bling about that to Dink when there was a 
bigger uproar than ever from the steps. The 
fellows up there were laughing fit to kill 
themselves; laughing and shouting at the 
same time, and pointing across to the road. 
I tried to see what it was all about, but | 
couldn’t, and just then Ham Johnson hit it 
up and headed for the wall and I thought it 
was all over but the shouting. But I was 
wrong, for at that moment Ferdy rounded 
the corner into Maple Street, and when | 
looked back at Ham he was trying to climb 
the wall and falling back. Ferdy was coming 
wild toward the gate and everyone was 
laughing louder than ever, and still I couldn't 
see what the joke was. Ferdy was almost as 
white as a sheet except for two bright red 
spots on his cheeks and his eyes seemed to 
be trying to pop out of his head, and if ever 
I saw a fellow scared almost out of his wits 
that was Ferdinand Poundisfoot Crandall! 
And the next moment I saw why. 

About a yard behind Ferdy ran a smallish 
yellow dog! 

I knew the dog. He belonged to a man 
named Myers who lived about halfway be- 
tween our corner and the railroad crossing on 
the Leominster Road, and he was called 
Muggsy. He wasn’t very big and he wasn’t 
much to look at, but he sure could run and 
he was having the time of his life! Every 
time he took a jump he yelped, and every 
time he yelped Ferdy took a jump. I guess 
Muggsy would have got him if Ferdy hadn't 
swerved it through the gate. That fooled 
the dog and he slid a couple of yards before 
his brakes worked. Everything sort of hap- 
pened at once then. Ferdy, babbling “‘ Keep 
him off! Keep him off!” busted the string, 
Ham got stuck on top of the wall, Bill 
Swartout came over and fell flat in the street 
and Muggsy got his man! 

Ferdy made a despairing effort to charge 
up the steps of School Hall, but the crowd 
was in the way and he couldn’t make it. 
When I reached him he was on his knees 
with his head in his hands, too winded to 
even whimper. Muggsy was barking de- 
lightedly, pounding on Ferdy’s shoulders and 
licking an ear whenever he got a chance. 

Ferdy got the cup, Bill got the silver 
medal and Ham got the bronze one, and 
promptly chucked it across the street. Gosh, 
he certainly was peeved. He kept on saying 
that Ferdy had cheated, until Crumby shut 
him up. Crumby said that cross country run- 
ning wasn’t different from any other kind of 
endeavor; if you wanted to win you had to 
use your head; and Ferdy had used his and 
deserved the victory. No one ever knew 
what the time of that race was, for the fellows 
with the stop-watches were laughing so hard 
they forgot to snap them, but Ferdy insists 
that he broke all records for the distance. 
Assisted, of course, by Muggsy! 


to Frost-bite Hill 


(Continued from page 6) 


past the windows. Pebbles of frozen snow 
pelted against the glass. 

“Like what people keep growing in the 
house,” the boy explained. ‘‘ Because maybe 
if there were some wilted ones— She likes 
flowers, Mister.” 

“T’'ll see,” the captain said roughly. He 
shook the stove, and put on coal, and was 
gone a long time. When he came back his 
nose, and his cheeks, and his ears glowed, 
and he breathed hard. “Here,” he said, 

“‘and take them to her. They're a few I had 
growing under a glass.” But they were 
wrapped and tied with a florist’s paper and 
twine. 

The old man waited, and the days passed. 
Perhaps he’d go down as far as Bay Street 
and make an inquiry. But he didn’t know 
the woman’s name, and how could he go 
about asking if anybody could tell him where 
to find David Barr’s aunt. And in the end 
because he was old and the situation was 
a strange one and baffling, he kept the fire 
going and watched the hours pass in lonely 
waiting. 

Then it was a week before Christmas, 
with turkeys and geese hanging in the butch- 
ers’ windows, and a Santa Claus in all the 
big stores, and the very air full of holiday 
cheer. Glumly the captain made his small 
purchases. Surely the boy would manage 
to come to see him at this season. He took 
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FOR ALL BOYS 


to marking the calendar. December 21. 
Perhaps there'd be a card. December 22. 
The stove was red and he was cold. De- 
cember 23. A man came selling Christmas 
wreaths and holly. 

“Christmas is for those that feel it,” the 
captain snapped, and slammed the door. 
And almost immediately there was a tapping 
at the panels and a rattling of the latch. 
David was back. 


HE days of waiting broke from the old 
man in an angry blast. “It’s you, you 
young scalawag, is it? You'll be wanting 
flowers, I suppose. Is that what brought 
you here?” 

“My aunt’s dead,” said the boy. 

There was stew upon the stove—a savory 
mixture of beef, carrots and onions. The old 
man stirred the pot and banged the spoon 
against the sides. 

“When is the funeral?’ ’ he asked gruffly. 

“Tt was this morning.’ 

The spoon lay, for a moment, motionless 
inthe pot. The room filled with the sound of 
the whimper of the wind. Captain Wadleigh 
stole a glance at the boy. His eyes were 
fixed upon the pot, and his nostrils quivered. 

“Can’t you take off your coat and not 
sit blistering the sleeves?”’ the old man 
stormed. There was a furious rattling of 
crockery. Presently he set before the boy 
bread and a bow! of stew. 

“Put that where it belongs,” he ordered, 
“and if you don’t clean the bowl you'll be 
hearing from me.” 

The boy ate ravenously. The captain 
made sounds in his throat, and walked to 
the window. When he turned back at last 
the bowl was empty. 

“When I was your age J was good for two 
of them,” he said, and filled the dish again. 
What was left in the pot he took for himself. 
It wasn’t much. But then, he muttered, 
an old man didn’t need much. 

He washed the dishes and put them away, 
and scoured the pot. A little of color had 
come to the boy’s cheeks. The old man got 
a pipe from the mantel and shaved a filling 
from a black plug. 

“T suppose you'll be going to some other 

aunt now, or maybe an uncle?” 

“There's nobody for me to go to, Mister.” 
“Ha! Then what’s to become of you?” 
“The neighbors said they’d take care of 

me. 

The captain cocked a startled head. The 
families of Bay Street, as he remembered it, 
had all they could do to take care of them- 
selves, let alone look after a stranger. 

“And what is this care they’re taking of 
you?” 

“They’re going to send me to a Home.” 

Captain Wadleigh gripped the cane hard. 
The pipe went out. By and by the sun was 
gone, and shadows gathered in the room. 

“It’s getting late, Mister. TUll have to be 
going.” 

“You're staying here.” 

The boy stared. ‘‘ You mean to-night?” 

“Every night.” The captain flew into 
a rage. “‘Do you have to look at me like 
a sick cow?” He brought out blankets and 
made another bed; and long afterwards, when 
the boy was asleep, he took a lamp, and went in, 
and stood looking down at the young face. 

In the morning there was a breakfast of 
prunes, and hot oatmeal and milk. 

“Have you ever washed a dish, David?” 

“Yes, Mister.” 

“Then stir yourself, and mind you get 
them clean.” 

While the boy worked at the sink he care- 
fully brushed his hat and his coat. They 
rode downtown, and up in the elevator of 
a tall building, and into an office. For a 
time, while the old man talked in an inner 
room, the boy was left alone. But presently 
he was called in to be questioned by a young 
smiling man. When had he been born, and 
where? What was his father’s name; his 
mother’s? Did he know when and where 
they had died? The questioning over at 


last, the young man walked with them to the 
door and shook the captain's hand. 

“There should be no trouble,” he said. 
“I'll write to-day to the State Board of Chil- 
drens’ Guardians. As soon as their reply 
comes I’II file adoption papers in the Orphans’ 
Court. David, would you like to be Captain 
Wadleigh’s boy?” 

David's eyes flamed. “Yes, sir.” 

“Ha!” cried the captain. “He always 
Misters to me. Mark it, there’s sea-blood 
in him.” 

After that there were stores and crowds, 
and always the boy was left alone while the 
old man talked mysteriously with clerks. 
Once a voice sounded in a burst of temper: 

“*Measurements, your granny. In my day 
I could cast an eye over a ship and tell you 
how much cargo she'd carry and how much 
sail. Cast an eye over him. He’s no four- 
master.” 

It was late when they came back to the 
snug house. There were two or three pack- 
ages on the porch, and the captain whisked 
them up and hurried them inside. One-half 
of a clothes closet was empty. 

“Let me see you keep it ship-shape,” the 
old man ordered. 

David hung up the worn overcoat. More 
packages came to the door, and the house 
held a strange spirit of excitement. There 
was supper to be made ready, and the cap- 
tain mopped the floor while the boy peeled 
potatoes. And later the old man took the 
curtain from the window and replaced it 
with one fresh and gayly colored. 

The lamps were lighted. Again David 
washed the dishes, and the captain brought 
out a bo’sun’s pipe and filled the room with 
wild trills and runs of notes. Presently he 
was out of breath, and in the silence they 
heard the faint echo of chiming bells. 

“It’s a Christmas carol,” cried the boy. 

“Aye,” said the captain, and sat very still 

After that the house grew hushed, and the 
old man smoked before the fire. There was 
much to be done, but first he had to make 
sure that the boy slept. The clock sounded 
ten. He arose with the lamp and went to 
the bedroom. 

Then, like a conspirator, he moved on his 
toes through the small rooms. There was 
a turkey, and he singed the pin-feathers at 
the stove. How many years since he had 
eaten turkey? But, then, a Christmas fowl 
demanded another face across the table, and 
the other side of the table had always been 
empty. 

A wreath of holly went in the window. 
He brought out the packages. An overcoat, 
warm gloves, stout stockings, ice skates. 
He chuckled, and mumbled, and skipped on 
legs suddenly young again. If they did not 
fit, David could take them back and change 
them. But to-morrow he'd have the surprise 
and joy of finding them there. 


(THE chill that got into the marrow of old 

bones was gone. The captain was warm. 
He made rapt plans. Lessons to be heard in 
the evening. And the vagabond had better 
be sure he knew them—no sense in letting 
a boy grow up slack. And next summer 
there'd be a boat to tie up in the cove 

The captain began to make sounds in 
a rough and cracked baritone. A stir came 
from the bedroom. 

“Ts that you singing, Mister?” 

‘Give me time,”’ the captain called, “and 
Tl file off the edges. And get you to sleep | » 
again.” 

The gifts were placed where they would 
catch the boy’s eye as soon as he came into 
the kitchen. A wonder lay in the captain’s 
mind. Singing? When had a madness come 
on him to sing before? The clock struck, 
and he counted the rapid strokes of the gong. 
Midnight! 

And then he knew, with a great swelling 
of the heart, why to-night there should be 
singing in the sailorman’s house that stood 
alone on the road of white sand. For Christ- 
mas had come at last to Frost-bite Hill. 





Frost Patterns 


FOR some time it has been known that 

records of real frost patterns are quite easy 
to obtain. The method consists in coating a 
sheet of glass with a two per cent. solution of 
gelatin and then exposing this to freezing air. 

yhen a good formation of the ice flowers has 
been secured the whole is flooded with pure 
alcohol. This fixes the record which as a pro- 
ection is given a coat of clear varnish. Re- 
cently it has been discovered that very attra- 


1932 


ctive effects can be secured if the gelatin 
solution is colored with an aniline dye. The 
shade of the solution should be rather deep so 
that the coloring of the frost patterns may be 
strong. In this way sheets of glass may be 
prettily decorated with ice flowers in bright 
colors. After the flooding of the film with 
alcohol the application of a coat of clear var- 
nish will enormously intensify the colors as 
well as affording protection to the patterns. 
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The Scout World 


The grove was dedicated recently by Daniel 
Carter Beard, our National Scout Commis- 
sioner, with a colorful ceremony in which Boy 
Scouts from Pennsylvania, Maryland, Vir- 
ginia and the District of Columbia took part. 
The spirit of the first people of our country 
was represented in his dedication address as 
he called for the help of the four winds: 

“*Let us now call on the four winds of the 
earth to help us, and beg the wind from the 
yellow mountains of the North, guarded 
by Heliga, the mountain lion, to send us its 
snow and frost to prepare the soil—call on 
| the wind from the white mountains of the 
East where the sun maidens dwell, to send 
us its rain and mist to quench the thirst of 
our trees—call on the wind from the blue 
mountains of the West, guarded by the black 





bear, to send us the blue sky and sunshine 
to stimulate all growing things—call on the 
wind from the red mountains of the South, 
guarded by the red badger, to send us its 
warm breath to start the sap flowing through 
| the trunks of the trees like the red blood 
| surging through the veins of our heroes in 
| whose memory the trees are planted.” 

| And “Uncle Dan” concluded by asking 
| the blessing of the Great Jehovah upon the 
{ assembly 

From year to year other trees, deemed 
worthy to be included, will be planted here 
through the efforts of the Council represent- 
ing the American Forestry Association, the 
Boy Scouts of America, the American Walnut 
Manufacturers’ Association and the National 
Department of Agriculture. 

“Uncle Dan,” who earlier in the day had 
joined the group of Scouts who went out to 
Mt. Vernon to gather walnuts from the many 
| trees on the spacious grounds, gave a fine 
| and inspiring talk to the boys. The nuts will 
| be distributed to all parts of the United 

States to form the nucleus of the walnut 
| groves dedicated by Boy Scouts to the 
memory of George Washington. Each year 
this nut gathering pilgrimage takes place 
and each year thousands of trees spring up as 
aresult. The combined efforts of the groups 
engaged in the nut tree planting project call 
for the planting of at least 1,000,000 trees in 
the forthcoming year. The Mt. Vernon seeds 
will be distributed nationally with seeds that 
are gathered at many American shrines. 











T SPRINGFIELD, MassacHUsETTS— 
HE Eastern States Exposition attracted 
‘thousands of visitors from all over New 
| England again this year and again Boy 
| Scouts rendered service at the Exposition. 
| Each year during the seven days of the show 
there have been approximately 100 boys on 
Scout Service, running “Ask Me” stations, 
rendering First Aid, serving at the First Aid 
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(Concluded from page 19) 


Hospital, giving aid to exposition officials and 
rendering messenger service. At Scout Ser- 
vice Headquarters a Lost and Found Articles 
Bureau was maintained. Scoutscared for lost 
children until they could be returned to guar- 
dians or parents. Briefly, the actual records 
show that over 125 children were restored 
during the week, more than 60 lost articles 
were recovered and returned to owners, and 
First Aid rendered in 939 cases. 


H Trenton, New JersEY— 
ATS off to John Grace, Scoutmaster of 
Troop No. 4, organized at the New Jersey 
School for the Deaf in 1918. The Troop has 
had a continuous registration record since, 
and to-day numbers 75 Scouts and one Sea 
Scout Patrol. All of the Scouts are deaf, but 


In this field near Rocky Mount, N. C., Troop No. 61, of Negro boys, raised 
200 bushels of sweet potatoes for the needy 


despite this hardship have made excellent 
progress in their Scouting tests. Last year 
the deaf Sea Scouts went on their first 
cruise, to receive commendation afterwards 
from their officers for particular efficiency 
Last summer, the members of the Troop also 
attended summer camp and received a high 
vote by the staff of Camp Pahaquaria as one 
of the finest Troop groups in the camp. The 
Troop is completely uniformed and presents 
an excellent appearance. 


Ipano Fatts, Ipano— 

Ir IS, of course, impossible to record all of 
the splendid deeds that are being performed 
by Scouts over the country in behalf of 
projects for the unemployed and the needy. 
I shall mention some of them from time to 
time. Before me ‘at the moment is a letter 
from Idaho Falls describing how 17 Boy 
Scouts of Troops No. 3 and No. 4 gathered 
76 bushels of apples, a truck load, which 
have been stored at the warehouse of the 
local relief committee to be dispensed with 
other food supplies during the coming winter. 
Local schools cooperated in giving the boys 
leave of absence with the privilege that the 
work lapsed could be made up later. 


Rocky Mount, Norta CaroLtina— 

I ALSO had an interesting letter from Mr. 
Charles E. Benbow, Jr., the Scout Executive 
at Rocky Mount, North Carolina. He sent 
me a snapshot of a sweet potato patch which 
is expected to yield approximately 200 bush- 
els of sweet potatoes, all of which were planted, 
tended and harvested by Troop No. 61, 4 
Troop of Negro Scouts of Rocky Mount. That 
accomplishment in itself is something, but 
when [I tell you that this whole crop of food- 
stuff will be turned over to the City Welfare 
Department of Rocky Mount for distribution 
to needy families, I think we can all be happy 
over the splendid piece of welfare service per- 
formed by this Troop of Negro boys. 


». 


“Uncle Dan’ joins the nut gathering pilgrimage at the National Capital and 
later dedicates the Anacostia Historic Grove 
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Big, Thrilling BOOKS 


FOR REAL BOYS. 


How They Carried the Goods 
By Charles G. Muller. From the creaking 
sleds of Pharaoh to the swift airplanes of to- 
day—here are true accounts of what young 
men of fifty centuries have accomplished by 
carrying what people wanted, quicker, safer, 
farther, with dauntless courage. Jllustrated 
tn color. $3.00 


How They Carried the Mail 
By Joseph Walker From the post runners 
of King Sargon to the air mail of today, gallant 
heroes all through the ages have carried their 
messages through storm and sunshine, peace 
and war Here is the complete true story of 
their adventures. 12 full-page illustrations. 


$3 00 

By Rocket to the Moon 
The Story of Hans Hardt’s Miraculous Flight. 
By Otto Willi Gatl. Thrills galore for boys 
who read this amazing account of adventures 
outside the earth’s atmosphere. JWustrated in 
color. $2.50 
Sears Publishing Co., 114 E. 32nd St., 

ve York 


B O YS J ASK DAD 


FOR THESE SCOUT PRESENTS 


NEW—Offcial Wi y 
Set makes wood, miaerving 


linoleum carving easy. B 
a carving intricate designs 

















texek aan sa Whittle 
Knife vy. Scraper 

blade is also bottle opener, 
can opener and screw driver Get this for Christmas! 
Price $1.50 at dealers or direct postpaid. 


CATTARAUGUS 
Cutlery Company 


Little Valley, N. Y., U. S. A. 


Approved Boy Scout Whitt- 





YOU CAN’T GO WRONG IN GIVING HIM 
THE WHITE The American boy's 
book of fun, frolic, and 

adventure. Ac- 

HOUSE GANG =" = 
peers since 

uckleberry 

By EARLE LOOKER Finn.” Illus. $3.00. 

F. H. REVELL CO., 158 Fifth Avenue, New York 








Your Biggest 
Dollar’s Value 


Stop and consider what 
you get with a year’s sub- 
scription to BOYS’ LIFE. 


Serials that appear as ex- 
pensive books after you have 
read them. 

Short Stories and Features 
by the scores—stories that 
range as wide as imagination 
itself! From a hunt for buried 
treasure to a voyage by rocket 
around the world! 

Department features you 
want: 

Scouting presented in a way 
you will like. 

The same magazine that cost 
$2.00 now is yours at Half 
Price! 

One Year—One Dollar 
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2 Park Avenue New York City 
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a Boy Chemist/ 


Master the Mysteries 
of Modern Chemistry! 


ORK marvelous chemical experiments and astonish your 
\X/ friends with mysterious tricks of chemical magic. Learn 
useful facts about the Wonders of Chemical Science and 
surprise everybody with your knowledge of chemistry. Chemical 
experimenting is the finest fun you ever had. You can make your 
own soap, ink and paint; dye and bleach cloth; analyze food, water, 
soil, metals and other substances; blow glass; tan leather; make 
perfumery; test all kinds of things and find out their chemical 
contents, and produce hundreds of interesting changes and reactions 
just like a real chemist! Chemical experimenting will give you 
practical information on one of the most interesting of all subjects, 
Ss : : and help you lead your class in science and chemistry. 


arving 


as EGISTERED TRADE MARK 
Se Dement THE CHEMICAL OUTFIT 


explained in the Manual of Instruction. A 


S ‘Sanssss fe Will Show You the Wonders of Chemistry! 











Price $1.00 


"THESE outfits give accurate, scientific informa- Each Chemcraft outfit contains a liberal assort- 


AAA 


, HIM 
boy's 


ic, and 

Ac- 
he best 
< since 
perry 


tion on every suitable chemical subject. They 
cover all branches of chemistry and experiments 
in hundreds of different subjects are included :— 
Organic and Inorganic Chemistry; Mineralogy; 
Glass Blowing; Metallurgy; Electro Chemistry, 
Industrial Chemistry; Rubber, Photographic, 
Food, Household and Farm Chemistry .. . all 
these and more are explained in the Manual of 
Instruction and demonstrated by actual experiments. 


ment of safe chemicals; all necessary apparatus 
and a Manual of Instruction. Quantities of 
chemicals permit each experiment and trick to be 
repeated many times. No skill is required; any 
boy or girl who can read can experiment with 
Chemcraft. Chemcraft is the original chemistry 
outfit; contains more and better experiments, 
superior chemicals and apparatus. 


3. $3.00. No. 2—contains 29 chemicals and pieces of ap- 
wy York 3 paratus, and the Manual of Instruction explains 


— BG] gimiswersce: ... the Most Complete, Accurate 
and Scientific Chemistry Outfits! 


Chemcraft offers more for the money in every 
way; larger outfits, sturdy wooden cabinets, more 
chemicals and apparatus and more real, scientific 
information and genuine amusement. There are 
eight different size outfits to select from; each is 
a complete laboratory containing everything re- 


Plan now to get a Chemcraft outfit for Christ- 
mas. Look for Chemcraft in any store where 
toys are sold. Look for the name Chemcraft on 
the box so you will be sure to have the best set. 
If the set you want is not obtainable in your local 


quired, the larger outfits containing larger and store, we will send it, fully prepaid, upon receipt 
more varied assortments. of price. 


Try Chemistry for 25c—Send for CHEMCRAFT Junior 


You can perform many fine chemical! tricks with this Junior Outfit; also various interesting experiments. It will introduce you to Chem- 


+h 
No. 3144—contains 43 different chemicals and > —= : 
Pieces of apparatus, and the Manual of In- : en — are x x} : 
struction tells how to perform more than 265 3 wee 


experiments and tricks, many of them in ad- = 
vanced chemistry. Price $3.50 





a 1212 Washington Street, Hagerstown, Md. 


No. $—comes in substantial wooden cabinet craft and show you what wonderful fun you can have with a large Chemcraft outfit. We will send you Chemcraft Junior, postpaid, 
chemical laboratory and offers exceptional 
value. Price $5.00 

No. 15—A Real Chemical Laboratory! The Manual 

of Instruction explains more than 640 different experi- 


which —_ a place to keep the €0 for only 25 cents. Send for it now and have some sport! 
chemicals a: A 
No. Pry ele on ' ments. Contains 122 different chemicals and picces.of 


ad pieces of apparatus which 
the outfit contains. eae). Cheated 2 wae - 
icf Iewesion Tht os compl DZ = THE PORTER CHEMICAL Co. 

e 
cially designed for . - apparatus, and comes in a large wooden cabinet ‘with Chemical Surprise 
want to catry their chemistry ae separate test tube rack. A wonderful outfit for. any 

sct with chem, Comes ia ez _ high school pupil. Prjeo $15.00 Tell us the name and address of the 
; : store near your home which sells 
and we will you Free i 


about 
and send it 


No. 10—Large wooden cabinet, 
with a separate test tube rack. 
Contains 98 different chemicals 
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KNOWS 














FIRST AiD, BOVS SAY, THAT'S MY | 


WELL--ER--YOU \ WE DON'T WANT 
MIDDLE NAME. FIRST YOU CHECK SEE, | HAVEN'T GOT 
THE BLEEDING BY APPLYINGA 


YAY! vimmy scour / 
FIRST AID THERE'S THE GUY 

A FIRST AID KIT TALK-Wwe < a 

STERILIZED GAUZE PAD AND 

BINDING IT IN PLACE. MIRE A HALL 


WHO KNOWS HIS STUFF! 
So Acrion| | -M we 
AID i , A 

THEN YOU-- YA SIMP ~ CLEAR OurT, 


GIMME ROOM, 

VLL FIX HIM. 
-GOT My FifesT 
AID KIT RIGHT 
Ys, HERE 



































SOME CUT! GUESS I'D BETTER aa 
SLOSH SOME MERCUROCHROME ON (IT 
FIRST, THAT'LL KILL THE GERMS, 


ER-- SAY JIMMy- ) vou BET \ CARRY 
WHERE CAN 1 
SCOUT, I'M SURE 
AND HOW! - NOW SOME Sree 








IT--IT'S THE OF- 
GET AIT LIKE 

GOING TO HAVE ON 

GAUZE --- 


OF THOSE XITS. 








FICIAL Boy SCOUT 
THAT? D‘'YA KIT. - SOME OUTFIT! 
ALWAYS CARRY ONLY SETS YOU d 
j YOURS? BACK SIX Bits 
DOES HE KNOW OL' DOC. " 842. KWAKI CASE AND ALL 
HIS ONIONS! ’ 
ae = 
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